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The ARGUMENT, 


Lord Sparkiſh and Colonel Atwit meet in the Morn- 
ing upon the Mall; Mr. Neveraut Joins them ; 
they all go to Breakfaſt at Lady Smart's. Their 
Converſation over their Tea: After which they 
part; zut my Lord and the two Gentlemen are 
invited io Dinner. Sir John Linger invited like- 
wiſe; and, comes a litile too late. Their whole 
Converſation at Diner": 2 which, the Ladies 
Ladies . the 1 3 who are re ſuppoſed to ſtay 
and drink a Bottle; but in ſomg Time, go 10 the 
Ladies and drink Tea with them. The C onverſa- 
tion there, After which.a Party at Quadrill until 
Three in the Morning; but n Converſation ſet 
down. 4 all tate leave, and go Home. 
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Of genteel and : CH 2 | 


In geniousConverſation, &c. 
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St. Famesr's-Park:. 
[ Lord Sparkiſh meeting Colonel Atwit. 1 
Colonel. | N E LL met, my Lord. % 
5 OY IS Lord Sp. Thank ye Colo- i 
nel; a Parſon would have 


ſaid, I hope we ſhall meet 
in Heaven. When did you 


fee Tom. Neverout ? © 


. He 8 Juſt coming towards us. | Talk of the | 
Devil, 


Il Neverout comes up. J 
Co!, How do you do Tom ? 


Sw 
* en 


Nev. 
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Nev. Never the better for you, 

Col. I hope you're. never the worſe. But, 
wie! s your Manners | ? Don? . vou ſee” my ' Lord 
Spar? 

: Nev. My. Lord, I beg your Lordſhip! s Pardon. 

Lord Sp. Tom. How is it? what, you. can't fee 
| the Wood for Trees. What Wind blew you hither ? 
Nev. Why, my Lord, it is an ill Wind that 
| blows no Body Good for it ge me the Honour 

of ſeeing your Lordſhip. | 

Col. Tom, you muſt go with us to Lady Smart's 
to Breakfaſt. 

_ Nev. Muſt! why Colonel, | Mut | is for the King, 


[ Colonel offering i in jeft to draw. bis Sword. 1 


© Col. Have you ſpoke with all your Friends ? ME 

. Nev. Colonel, as you are ſtout, be merciful, 

Lord S. Come, 3 agree, the Law's 8. 
coſtly. | 


1 Colonel taking 1a ge 1 the Eu. 1 85 N 


.” Nev. What, do you think I was born in a Wood 
to be ſcar'd by an Owl? 
Col. Well Tom, you are. never the worſe Man 
for being afraid of me. Come along. ; 
Nev. I'll wait on you. I hope. Miſs Notable 
will be there. I * ſhe's very * handfome, and 
has Wit at Will. 
Col. Why; every one as 5 they like; as: the good: 
Woman faid, when ſhe kiſs'd her Cow. 


[ Lord Smart's Houſe. They knock - at the Door; * 
Porter r 


Lord $9. Pray are you the Porter? 
Frrt. Yes, for — of a better. NE 
Lor 


? 
$ 
* 
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Lord Sp. Is your Lady at home? 3 
Port. She was at home juſt now, but ſhe. is not 
e out yet. 


Nev, 1 warrant this Rogue 8 Tongue i is well hung; 
„ '  [ Lady Smarts Anil; Chamber) 


| i Lad Smart, Lady Anſwerall, 245 Noble, ar | 
| -the Tea Table. 


Lady Sm. My Lord, your Lordſhip? 8 moſt 
humble Servant. 

Lord Sp. Madam, you ſpoke too late, 1 was 
your Ladyſhip's before. | 

Lady Sm. O! Colonel, are you here? 

Col. As ſure as you're "there Madam. 

Lady Sm. Oh, Mr. | Neverout, what! ſuch a. 
Man alive 

Nev. Ay Madam, alive, and alive like to be, at 
your Ladyſhip's Service. 
Lady Sm. Well, Pll get a Knife, 1 nick it 
down, that Mr. Neverout- came to our Houſe. 
And, pray what News Mr. Neverout? 

_ News; why Madam, Queen Elizabeth's 
dea 
A Lady Sm. Well, Mr. Neverout, I fee * are no 
Changeling. 


[ Miſs Notable comes in. Ed fi 
Neu. Miſs, your Slave; I hope your early 
Riſing will do you no Harm: I find you are but 


juſt come out of the Cloth-Market. 


Miß. 1 always riſe at t Eleven, whether it M Day 
or no. 


Col. Miſs, I hope you're up for all Day. 
Miß. Yes, if 1 don't © get a Fall t before re gn, 
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Col. Miſs, I heard · you were out of Order. 


Pray how are you now? \ 
Miß. Pretty well Colonel, I think you. 
Col. Pretty, and Well, Miſs, that's two 7 


good Things. 
Miß. I mean, I am better than I was. oy 


Nev. Why, then *tis well you were fick. 
Miß. What, Mr. Neverout, you take me up. 
before Pm down. 
Tord Sp. Come, let us leave off Childrens 
Play, and go to Puſh-Pin. 
- Miſs. [ to Lady Smart] Pray Madam, give me 
ſome more Sugar to my Tea. 
Col. Oh, Miſs, you muſt needs be very good 
humoured, you love ſweet Things ſo well. 
Nev. Stir it up with the Spoon Miſs, for the 
r the ſweeter. 
dy Sm. I affure you, Mis, the Colonel * 
you a great Compliment. 
MV. J am ſorry for it; for I have heard * em 
ſay, that Complimenting is lying. 
Lady Sm. 5 Lord $ 
thinks the Sight of you is good for fore Eyes: 
we had known of your coming, we would have 


4 


ſtrown Ruſhes for you. How has your Lordſhip 


done this long Time? 
Col. Faith Madam, he's better i in Health than 
good Condition, 


Lord Sp. Well; I fee there's no noche Friend 


than one. brings from Home with one; and I'm 


not the firſt Man that has carried a Rod to whip 


himſelf. 


er. Here's poor Miſs, has not a Word to 
throw at a Dog. Come, a Penny for. your 


Thought. | 
Mig. It is not werth a Farthing ; z I was think- 


ing of you. bs Col, 


parkiſh, | My Lord, me. 


4 
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[Colonel riſing up. 


» , þ > 


Lady Sm. Colonel, where are you going fo 
ſoon? What, I hope you did not come to fetch 
Fire ? 

Col. Madam, I muſt needs go home for half 

an Hour. 

. Miß. Why, Colonel, they ay the Devil's at 
ome. 

Lady Anſw. Well, but fit while you day 5 e 5 
as cheap ſitting, as ſtanding. | 

Col. No, Madam, while Im Banding, In 
going. 

| Mi. Nay, let him go, I promiſe we won t 
tear his Cloaths to hold him. 

Tady Sm. I ſuppoſe, Colonel, we keep you 
from better Company; I mean only, as to my. ſelf. 5 

Col. Madam, Pm all Obedience. * 


[Colonel fits down. 1. 


Lady Sm. Lord, Miſs, how can you drink” 
your Fea ſo hot? Sure your Mouth is paved. 
Lady Sm. How do you like this Tea Colonel? 
Cot Well enough, Madam, but methinks it 
is a little Moriſh. | 
_ - Lady Sm. Oh, Colonel 1 underſt and you, 
Betty bring the Caniſter. I have but very little of 
this Tea left; but, I don't love to make two 
Wants of one, want when I have it, and want 
when J have it not. He, he, he, he. [Laughs.} © 
Lady Anſw. (To the Maid.) Why, ſure Betty, 
thou ar't bewitcht, this Cream is burnt too. 3 
Lady Sm. Why, Madam, the Biſhop has ſet 
eo in i. 
Lady Sm. Go, run Girl, and warm ſome freſh 


Cream, 
— '- Bethe. 
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Betty. Indeed, Madam, there's none left, for 
the Cat has eaten ir all. 
Lady Sm. I doubt it was a Cat with two Legs. 
Miß. Colonel, don't you love Bread and But- 
ter with your Tea? 
Col. Les, in a Morning Mik. For they ay 


Butter i is Gold in a Morning, and Silver at Noon, 


bat it is Lead at Nigit. 
| Miſs. The Weather is fo hot, that my Butter” 
melts on my Bread. 

Lady Anſww. Why, Butter Pye heard em ſay, 
is mad twice a Year. 

Lord Sp. [To the Maid.) Mrs. Betty, how 
does your Body politick ? 

* F ye, my Lord, you'll make Mrs. Belty 
ſn | 

Lady Go. Bluſh ! Ay, bluſh like a blue Dog. 

Newer: Pray, Mrs. Betty, are not you Tom 
FJobnſon's Daughter? 

Betty. So my Mother tells me, Sir 
Lord Sp. But, Mrs. Betty, I hear you are in 
Love. 
Betty. My Lord, I thank Gop, I hate no 
Body, I am in Charity with all the World. _. 

Lady Sm. Why, Wench, I think thy Tongue 
runs upon Wheels this Morning. How came you 
by that Scratch on your Noſe? Have you been 
fighting with the Cats ? 

Col. [io MI Miſs, when will you be mar- 
ried? 

Miß. One of theſe odd · come- ſhortlics, Colonel. 


Nev. Yes, they ſay the Match is half made; 


the Spark is willing, bar Miſs is not. 


Miſs. I ſuppoſe the Gentleman has got his © own. 
Tah 


Conſent for it. 


P N » F os * 
4 „ „ . 
| 8 \ * 
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Tady Anfw. Pray my Lord, did you walk 
through the Park in this Rain? 

Tord Sp. Yes, Madam, we were neither . 
gar, nor Salt, we were not afraid the Rainy would 
melt us, He, he, he. [Laughs.]J © wo 

Col. It rained, and the Sun ſhone at the fame 
Tame. -: -- 

Never. Why, then the Devil was beating his 
Wife behind the Door with a Shoulder of NL. 
Here a loud Laugh.] 

Col. A blind Man would be glad to ſee that.. 

Lady Sm. Mr. Neverout, — — 9 8 ſtand 
in your own Light. | 
Never. Ah, "pam, I have done 0 all my 
Eife. 

Lord Sp. I am ſure he ſits in mine : Prithes 
Tom, ſit a little farther, I believe you F ather was 
no Glazier. 

Lady Sm. Miſs, dear Girl, Gl me a Dim of 
Tea; be I'm very lazy. 


[AMfs fills a Difp of Tea, Fweetens it, and the 
| _ Tajjes E. FN 


Lady Sm. What, Miſs, will you be my 
Taſter? ; 

Mi. No, Madam, but they fay, ſhe's s an ill. 
Cook that can't lick her own Fingers. 

Never. Pray, Miſs, fill me another. | 

M. Will you have it . or ſtay till you 

. 

Lady Anſw. But, Colonel, they ſay, you went 
to Court laſt Night very drunk : Nay, I am told 
for certain, you had been among the Philiſtians.” 
No Wonder the Cat winked, when both her Eyes 
Were Out, 

Col. Indeed, Madam, that's a Lye. 


2 
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Tady Anſw. Well, *tis better I ſhould lye, 


than you ſhould loſe your Manners. Beſides, I 
E ö 

Never. O faith, Colonel, you muſt own you 
had a Drop in your Eye; for when I left you, 
you were half Seas over | 

Lord Sp. Well, I fear Lat Anfeverall, can 
live long, ſhe has ſo much Wit. 

Never. No, ſhe can't live, that's certain; but 
the may linger thirty or forty Years. 


Ads, Live long! Ay, longer than + a Cat, or 


a Dog, or a better Thing. 

Lady Anſw. Oh, Mifs, you muſt give your 
Vardi too. 

1 Lord Sp. Miſs, ſhall I fill you another Diſh of 
ea? 

12 10 my Lord, J have drank enough. 
Lord Sp. Come, it will do you more Good 
than a Month's faſting. Here, take it. 
sg. No, I thank your Lordſhip, enough's 
as good as a Feaſt, 

Sp. Well, but if you always ſay no, 
you'll never be married. 

Lady Anſw. Do, my Lord, give her a Diſh, 
for they ſay Maids will ſay no, and take it. 55 

Lord $p. Well, and I dare ſay, Miſs is a N 
in Thought, Word, and Deed, 

Never. 1 would not take my Oath of chat. : 

Miſs. Pray, Sir, ſpeak for your ſelf, _ 

Lady Sm. Fye, Miſs : Maids, they ſay, ſhould 
be ſeen, and not heard. 

Lady Anfiv. Good Miſs, ſtir the Fire, that the 
Tea- Kettle may boyl. You have done it ve well, 
now it burns 5 Well, Mils, you Ve a 
chearful Huſband. 


Maſs 


tk... 0 


8 + 
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Miß. Indeed, your Lan could have ſtir- 
red it much better. | 

Lady Anſtw. I know that very well Huſſy, but 
I won't keep a Dog, and bark my ſelf. 

Never. What; you are ſtuck Mils ? | 

Miss. Not at all, for her Ladyſhip meant you. 

Nev. O. faith Miſs, you are in Lob's Pound, 
get out as you can. 

Miſs. 1 won't quarrel with m Bread and ee” 
for all that ; I know when Pm well. 

Lady Anſw. Well, but Miſs. 

Nev. Ah, dear Madam, let the Matter. ; I'M 
take Pity upon poor Miſs ; don't throw Water on 
a drounded Rat. 

Miſs. Indeed Mr. Neverout, you ſhould be cut 
for the Simples this Morning. Say a Word more, 
and you had as good eat your Nails 
Lord Sp. Pray Miſs, will you Pleaſe to favour 
us with a Song? 

Miß. Indeed my Lord I can t; I have got a a 
great Cold? 

Fe = Oh Miſs, they fay all good Singers have 
olds 

Tord Sp. Pray Madam, does not Miſs ſing ve- 
well? 

Lady Anſiw. She ſings, as one may ſay; my 
ro | 

Miſs. 1 hear Mr. Neverout has a very good 
Yoice. 

Col. . Tom ſings. well; but his Luck's 
N 

Nev. Faith, Colonel, there you hit yourſelf 2 
deviliſh Box of the Ear. = 
Col. Miſs, will you take a Pinch 2 Snuff? 

Miſs. No, Colonel, you muſt know, I never 
take Snuff but when Pm angry. 

| Lady 
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Lady Anſiv. Yes, yes, the can take Snuff, but 
ſhe has never a Box to put it in, 


Mzy5, Pray Colonel let me ſee that Box? 
Gol. Madam, there's never a C. upon it. 
Miſs. May be there is Colonel. 

Col. Ay, but May-bees don't fly now Mis... . 
Nev. Colonel, why fo hard upon poor Miſs ? ? 


Don't ſet your Wit againſt a Child: Pig give 


me a Blow, and I'll beat him. = 
MJ. So ſhe pray'd me to tell you. 3 
Lord Sp. Pray, * Lady * what Kin are 
you to Lord Pozz? ? 
Lady Sm. Why, his Grandmother and mine had 
four Elbows. 
Lady Anſw. Well; methinks here's a ſilent 
Meeting. Come Miſs, hold up your Head Girl, 
there's Money bid for you. [| Miſs flarts. ] 


Miß. Lord, Madam, you frighten me out of my 
ſeven Senſes! 


Lord Sp. Well, I muſt be 


Lady 47. I have ſeen h aer Forte than you 
ſay all Night. - 


Col. [ to Lady Smart. J Tom Neverout and I, | 


are to leap To-morrow for a Guinea. 


Mzſ.. I believe Colonel, Mr, Neverout can leap . 


at a Cruſt better than you. 


Nev. Miſs, your Tongue runs before your Wit: 


Nothing can tame you but a Huſband, 


Miſs. Peace, I think I hear the Church Clock, 
_ Nev. Why, you know as the Fool thinks, the | 


Bell chinks. 


Lady Sm. Mr. Neverout, your H and kerchicf's , 
fallen. 


— Mp. Let him ſet his Foot upon it, that ic 
mmayn't fly in his Face. 
VN. Well Miſs, | | 


12 Pol ITE Cox vERSAT ION. 


- . Mi. Ay; ay, many a One ſays Well, that 
thinks Il. 

Nev. Well Miſs, Pl! think of this. 

Miſs, That's Rhyme, if you take it in Time. — 

Nev. What! I ſee you are a Poet. 

. Yes, if I had but Wit to ſhew it. 

Nev. Miſs, will you be ſo Kind to fill me a 
Diſh of Tea ? 

Meſs. Pray let your Betters be ſerved before you; ; 
I am juſt going to fill one for my ſelf : And, you 
know the Parſon always chriſtens his own Child 
firſt. 

Nev. But, I ſaw you fill one juſt now for the 
Colonel: Well, I find Kiſſing goes by Favour. 
Col. Ods fo, I have cut my Thumb with this 
curſed Knife, 

Lady Anfw. Ay, chat was your Mother's Fault; 


becauſe ſhe only warned you not to cut your Fingers. 


. Lady Sm. No, no; *tis only Fools cut their 
Fi ingers, but wiſe Folks cut their Thumbs. 

Miß. Pm ſorry for it, but I can't cry. But pray, 
Mr. Neverout, what Lady was yy you were talking 
with in the Side-box laſt Tueſday ? 

Nev. Miſs; can you keep a "IP 5 

Miſs. Yes, I can, | 

Nev. Well Miſs, and fo can I. 

Col. Don't you think Miſs is grown ? 

Lady Anſw. Ay, ay, ill Weeds grow a- pace. 

Miſs. No, Madam, with Submiſſion, *tis Weeds 
of Grace that grow a-pace, 


LA Puff of Smoak comes down the Chimney, ] 


| Lady Anſw. Lord Madam ! does your Lady- 

ſhip's Chimney ſmoak? 
Col. No Madam, but * ſay Smoak always 
1 


Sas 4 
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purſues the Fair, and your Ladyſhip ſat neareſt. 

Lady Sm. Madam, do you love Bohea Tea? 
Lady Anſw. Why really Madam, I muſt con- 
feſs, I do love it; but it does not love me. 

Miſs. | to Lady Smart. ] Indeed Madam, your 
Ladyſhip is very ſparing of your Tea; I proteſt, 
the laſt Diſh I took, was no more than Water be- 
witcht. 

Col. Pray Miſs, if I may be ſo bold, what 
Lover gave you that fine Etuy ? 

Miß. Don't you know? then keep Council. 

. Lady Anſev. Ti tell you Colonel who gave it 
her; $4 was the beſt Lover ſhe will ever have 
while ſhe lives; even her own dear Papa. 

Nev. Methinks Miss, 1 don't much like the 
Colour of that Ribband. 

_ Mi. Why then, Mr. Neverout, if you don't 
like it, dy'e ſee, you may look off of it. 

Lord SY. I'don't doubt Madam, but your La- 
dyſhip has heard that Sir John Beariſh, has got an 
Employment at Court. | 

Lady Sm. Yes, yes, and I warrant he thinks 
himſelf no ſmall Fool now. 

Nev. Yet, Madam, I have heard ſome People 
take him for a wiſe Man. 

Lady Sm. Ay, ſome are Wiſe, and ſome are 
otherwiſe. 

Lady Anſw. Do you know him Mr. Neverout * 

Nev. Know him; ay Madam as well as a Beg- 
gar knows his Diſh. 

Col. Well, I can oply ſay he has better Luck 
than honeſter Folks : Bur, pray how came he to 
t this Employment? 


Lord Sp. Why, by Chance, as the Man killed 


the Devil. 


b Wh M ou are in a brown Study. 
. 1 iſs 7 D 2 What's 


* E. 


—— * E 2 
2 


N 
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What's the Matter; methinks yow-look like Mum 
chance, that was hang'd for ſaying nothing, 

Miſs. Pd have you to know I ſcorn your Words. 

Nev. Well, ay but ſcornful Dogs, they ſay, 
will eat dirty Puddings. 

Miſs, Well, my Comfort i is, your Tongue? $ no 
flander. What, you would not have one be al- 
ways upon the high Grin ? 

: Nev. Cry — Madam, no Offence I 
ope. 


[Lady Smart breaks a 7. ea-Cup, I | 


Lady Anſw. Lord, W 85 how came you to 
break your Cup? © 

Lady Sm. 1 can't help it, if I would ery my 
Eyes out. 

Ai. Why fell it, Madam, and buy a new one 
with ſome of the Money. 

Col. Why, if Things do not break or wear out, 
how ſhould Tradeſmen live? | 

Mifs. Well, Lm very ſick, if any Body cared 
for it. [She ſpits. JI believe I ſhall dye, for I can't 
ſpit from me. E 

Nev. Come then, Miſs, een make a Die of it; 5 
and then we ſhall have a burying, of our own. 8 

Miſs. The Devil take you, Neverout, beſides 
all ſmall Curſes. 

Lady Anſw. Marry come up: What, plain 
Neverout, methinks you might have an M under 
your Girdle, Miſs. 8 

Lady Sm. Well, well; naught's ne'er in Dan- 
ger, I warrant, Miſs will ſpit in her Hand and 
hold faſt. Colonel, do you like this Biſket ? 

Col, whe like all Fools, I love every Thing 


a5 Sm, Well and! isn't it pure good? 8 
py Lots 


/ 


ol. 
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Col. *Tis better than a worſe. 2 
¶ Hotman brings the Colonel a Letter.) 


Lady Anfw. J ſuppoſe, Colonel, that's a Biller- 
denun from your Miſtreſs. 
Col. Pgad J don't know whence it comes, but 
ver writ it, writes a Hand like a Foot. 
Miß. Well you may make a Secret of it, 


We can ſpell and put together. 


Nev, Miſs, what ſpells B double uzzard ? 

Miſs. Buzzard in your Teeth, Mr. Neverout. 

Lady Sm. Mr. Neverout, now you are up, will 
you do meFthe Favour to do me _ Kindneſs to 
take off the Tea- Kettle. 

Tord Sp. I wonder what makes theſe Bells ring? 

Lady Anfiv. Why my Lord, I ſuppoſe becauſe 


they pull the Ropes. [Here all laugh. ] 


[Neverout plays with a Tea-cup.] 


M6. Now a Child would have eek half an 
Hour before he could have found out ſuch a pretty 
Play-Thing. 


Lady Sm. Well ſaid, Miſs : I vow Mr. Never- 
041, the Girl is too hard for you. 


Nev. Ay, Miſs will fay any Thing but her 


Prayers, and thoſe ſhe whiſtles. 


M5. Pray, Colonel, make me a Preſent of that 
pretty Knife, 


1 Ay Miſs, catch him at that, and Rang 
m 


Col. Not for the World, dear Miſs, it will cut 
Love. 


Lord Sp. Colonel, you ſhall be married fl 1 
was juſt going to ay that. 


Lady Sm. Well, but for all that, 1 can tell you 


Wno 


= 


r 
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who is a great Admirer of Miſs: Pray, Miſs, how 
do you like Mr. Spruce, I ſwear I have ſeen him 
often caſt a Sheep's Eye out of a Calve's Head at 
you, deny it if you can, 

Miſs. O Madam, all the World buon. that 
Mr. Spruce is a general Lover. 

Col. Come, Miſs, it is too true to make a Jeſt 
on. [Miſs bluſhes, | 
Lady Anſtw. Well, however bluſhing is ſome 
Sign of Grace. 

Mv. Miſs ſays nothing, but! warrant ſhe pays 
it off with thinking. 

Miſs. Well, Ladies and 8 I find you 
are pleaſed to divert your ſelves ; but as hope to 
be ſaved there is nothing in it. 

Lady Sm. Ah, Miſs, Love will creep where it 
can't go: They ay, touch a galbd Horſe} and 
he'll wince. 

Miß. I'd hold a hundred Pound Mr. Neverout 
was the Inventor of that Story; and, Colonel, I 
doubt you had a Finger in the Pye. 

Lady Anfw. But, Colonel, bn forgot to ſalute 
Miſs when, you came in; 0 laid, you had not 
ſeen her a long Time. 

Miß. Fye, Madam, I vow, Colonel, I ſaid ne 
ſuch Thing ; I wonder at your Ladyſhip. 
Col. Mig, I beg your | © 


{0065 to ſalute ber, ſhe ſtruggles a little. ] 


Miſs. Well, 1 had rather give a Knave a Kiſs 
For once, than be troubled with him : But, upon 
my Word, you are more bold than welcome. 

Lady Cr. Fye, fye, Miſs, for Shame of the 
World, and Speech of * People. | 

i [Neverout 


— 


a — 
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[Neverout 20 Miß, who is cooking ber Tea 42 
Bread and Butter.] 


Nev. Come, come, Miſs, make much of naught, 
good Folks are ſcarce. 

Miſs. What, and you muſt come in with your 
two Eggs a Penny, and three of them rotten. 

Col. 12 o Lord Sparkiſh.] But, my Lord, I for- 

ot to aſk you, how you like my new Cloaths ? 

Lord Sp. Why, very well, Colonel, only to 
deal plainly with you, methinks the worſt Piece i is 
in the Middle. 


[ Here a loud Laugh of ten repeated.) 


Col. My Lord, you are too ſevere on your 
Friends, 

Miſs. Mr. Neverout, Pm hot, are you a Sot? 

Nev. Miſs, I'm cold, are you a Scold? Take 
you that. 

Lady Sm. J confeſs that was home: I find, Mr. 
Neverous, you won't give your Head for the waſh- 
ing, as they ſay. 

Miſs. O, he's a ſore Man where the Skin's off: 
I ſee Mr. Neverout has a Mind to ſharpen the Edge 
of his Wit on the Whetftone of my Ignorance. | 

Lord Sp. Faith Tom, you are ſtuck; I never 
heard a better Thing. 

Nev. Pray, Miſs, give me Leave to ſcratch you 
for that fine Speech. 

Miß. Pox on your Picture, it coſt me a Groat 
the drawing. | 

Nev. [To Lady Smart.] Sbudd, Madam, I have, 
burnt my Hand with your P. plaguy. Tea-Kettle, 

Lady Sm. Why then, Mr. Neverout, you muſt | 


fy 5 ſave the Kin | 
; * New, 
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Nev. Did you ever ſee the like? 
Miß. Never but once at a Wedding. 
Col. Miſs, pray how old are you? 
Mi. Why, I am as old as my Tongue, . 3 
little older than my Teeth. 
Lord Sp. [To Lady Anſwerall. Pray, Madam, 
is Miſs Buxom marry'd? I hear it is all over the 
Town. 
Lady Anfiv, My Lord, ſhe's either marry'd, or. 
worle. 
Col. If ſhe ben't marry'd, at leaſt ſhe's luſtily 
promiſed, But is it certain that Sir Jobn Blunderbuꝝ 
is dead at laſt ? 
Tord Sp. Yes, or elſe he's ſadly wrong'd; for 
they have bury*d him. 
Mi. Why, if he be dead, he'll eat no more 
Bread. 
Col. But is he really dead ? 
*= 14 Anſw, Yes, Colonel, as ſure as you 're 
alive. - 
Col. They ſay he was an honeſt Man. 
Lady Anſiv. Yes, with good looking to. 


[Miſs feels à Pimple on ber Face.] 


Miſs. Lord, I think my Goodneſs is coming 
out : Madam, will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to lend 
me a Patch? 

Nev. Miſs, if you are a Maid, put your Hand 
upon your Spot, 

Miſs. There, [covering ber whole Face with both 
ber Hands.) - 

Lady Sm. Well, thou art a mad Girl. [Grves 
ber a Tap.] 


dulce Lord, Madam, is that a Blow to give a 


bk. = 


\ 
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Lady Smart lets fall bor Handkerchief, and the Colo- 


nel ſtoops for it.] 

Lady Sm. Colonel, you ſhall have a better 
Office. 
Col. Oh, Madam, I can't have a better than to 

ſerve your Lady ſhip. 


Col. [To Lady Sparkiſh ] Madam, has your 


Ladyſhip read the new Play written by a Lord, it 


1s called, Love in a hollow Tree? 


"9 '$p. No, Colonel. 
ol. Why then, your Ladyſhip * a new Plea- 


ü ſure to come. 


[Mif fighs } 


Nev. Pray, Miſs, why do you figh ? 
Miſs. To make a Fool aſk, and you are the firſt, 


Nev. Why, Miſs, I find there is nothing but a 


Word and a Blow with you. 


Lady Anſw. Why, you muſt know, Mis is in | 


Love. 


Aſs. 1 wiſh my Head may never ake till that 


Y- 
ſs Lord Sp. Come, Miſs, never ſigh but ſend for 
im, 


[ Lady Smart, and Lady Anſwerall, * 
together.] 


If he be hang' d, he'll come hopping, and if he be 


drown'd, hell come dropping. 
Mi. Well, I'll ſwear you'd make one dye with 


laughing. 


LM. ip plays with a Tea-cup, and Neverout plays with 


another. | 


New. 
. 
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Nev. Well, I ſee one Fool makes many. 

Miſs. And you're the greateſt Fool of any. 

| Nev. Pray, Miſs, will you be ſo kind to tye 

this String for me, with your fair Hands ? Ir will 
go all in your Day's work. $ 

" Miſs. Marry come up indeed; tye it your lf, 
you have as many Hands as I, your Man's Man 
will have a fine Office truly. Come, pray ſtand 
out of my-ſpitting Place. 

Nev. Well, but Miſs, don't be angry. 

Miß. No, I was never angry in my Life, but 
once, and then no Body cared for it; fo, I reſolv- 
ed never to be angry again. 

Nev. Well ; but if you'll tye it, you ſhall ne- 
ver know what P11 do for you. 

Miſs. So I ſuppoſe truly. 

Ney. Well, but I'll make you a fine Preſet 
one of theſe Days. | 

Miſs. Ay, when the Devil is blind, and his 
Eyes are not ſore yet. 

Nev. No, Miſs, I'll ſend it you To-morrow. 

Miß. Well, well, To-morrow's a new Day: 
But I ſuppoſe, you mean To-morrow come never. 

Nev. O, tis the prettieſt Thing; I aſſure you 
there came but two of them over in three Ships. 

Miß. Would I could ſee it, quoth blind Hugh : 
Hut, why did not you bong me a a Preſent of Snuff 
this Morning ? 

Nev. Becauſe, Miſs, you never aſkt me; and 
*tis an ill Dog that is not worth whiſtling for. 

Lord Sp. 570 Lady Anſwerall.] Pray; Madam, 
how came your Ladyſhip laſt TR any to go to 
that odious Puppet-Show ? 

Lol. Why, to be ſure her Ladyſhip went to ſee, 
and to be ſeen. 

Lach dy. Tau have made a fine Speech, Colo- 


nels 


© 


ho, 
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nel; pray, what wil you take for your Ts 


wear 
Lord $ p. Take that, A But, pray Ma- 
dam, was my Lady Dimple there? TIP fay ſhe 
1s extreamly handſome. | 
Lady. Sm. They muſt not ſee with my Eyes that 
think ſo. 
Nev. She may paſs Muſter, and that's all. 


| Lady Anſ. Pray how old do you take her to be? . 


Col. Why, about five or ſix and twenty. | 
- I ſwear ſhe's no Chicken, ſhe's on the 
wrong Side of thirty, if ſhe be a Day. _ 
Lady Anſ. Depend upon't, ſhe'll never ſee five 
and thirty, and a Bit to ſpare. 
Col. Why they ſay, ſhe one of the chief Toaſts 
in Town. 
Lady Sm. Ay, when all the reſt are out of it. 
Miſs. Well ; I would not be as ſick, as ſhe's 
proud, for all the World. 
Lady Anſ. She looks as if Butter * not - melt 


| in her Mouth; but I warrant Cheeſe won t choak 
5 


Nev. I hear, my Lord, what dye call * um is 


courting her. 

Lord Sp. What Lord ye mean, Tom? 

Miſs. Why, my Lord, I ſuppoſe, Mr. Neverous 
means the Lord of the Lord knows What. 

Col. They ſay ſhe dances very fine. 

Lady Anſ. She did; ; but I doubt her dancing, 
Days are over. | 


Col. I can't pardon her * her rudeneſs to me. 


give. 
1 f 
[ Footman comes in.] 


Tady Sm. Did you call Betty ? 


f , \ Sc oP ; 


Lady Sm, Well, but Te mult forget and for- = 


| 
; ; 
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 Footman. She's coming, Madam. 33 
Lady Sm. Coming? Ay ſo is * TORY 


: | [Betty comes in.I 


Lady Sm. Come, get ready my Things, wage 
has 2 Wench been theſe three Hour? 

Betty. Madam, I can't go faſter than my Legs 
will carry me. N. 

Lady Sm. Ay, thou haſt a Head, and ſo has a 
Pin. - — But, my Lord, all the Town has it, 
that Miſs Caper 1s to be married to Sir Peter Gibeall. 
One Thing is certain, that ſhe has promiſed to 
have him. 

Lord Sp. Why, Madam, you know Promiſes 
are either broken or kept. 

Lady Anſ. I beg your Pardon, my Lord, Pro- 
miſes and nnn they ſay, are made to be 
broken. 

Lady Sm. Nay, I had it from my Lady Carri- 
He's own Mouth; I tell my Tale, Air my Tale's 
Author; if it be a Lye, you had it as cheap as I. 

Lady Anſ. She and I had ſome Words laſt Sun- 
day at Church; but, I think I gave her her own. 
rn Sm. Her Tongue runs like the Clapper of 

a Mill; ſhe talks enough for her ſelf and all the 
Company. 

Nev. And yet ſhe ſimpers like a Furmity Kettle. 

Miſs. [Looking in @ Glaſs.) Lord, how => 
Head is dreft to Day! 

Col. O Madam, a good Face needs-no Band, 

Miß. No, and a bad one deſerves none. 

Col. Pray, Miſs, where is your old Acquain- 
tance Mrs. Wayward ; ? 
Miß. Why where ſhould ſhe be? If you muſt 

needs know: hes in her Sin. * 


8 


7] 
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Cal. I can anſwer that: What if you were as 
far out, as ſhe's in? 

5. Well, I promiſed to go this Evening to 
Hide-Park on the Water; but. J proteſt, I'm 
half afraid. 

Nev. Miſs, Never Har: You have the vid. 
Proverb on your Side ; naught's never in Danger. 
Col. Why, Miſs let Tom Neverout wait on you, 
and then I warrant you will be as ſafe as a Thief in 
4 Mill; for you know, he that is born to be 
hang' d, will never be drown'd. 


' Nev. Thank ye, Colonel, for your good Word "— 


but faith, if ever I hang, it ſhall be abou a fair 
Lady's Neck. 

Lady Sm. Who's there? Bid the Children be 
quiet, and not laugh fo loud. 5 
* Af... O, Madam, let em laugh; they'll _ 

*r track younger. 
"Mov Miſs, 11 tell you a Secret, if you'll pro- 
miſe never to 'rell it again. 


Miß. No, to be ſure, I'll tell it to no Body 
dut Friends and Strangers. 


— Why then, here's ſome Dirt in my Tea- 


256 Come, come; the more there's in't, che 
more there's on't. 


Lady Anſ. Sug, you muſt eat a Peck of Dire 
before 

Col. Ay, 27. it all goes one Way. 

Nev. Pray Miſs, what's of Clock? 

Miß. Why, you muſt know tis a Thing like 
. — 3 and you're a Fool that can't tell. 


* A Cant Phraſe fir join Pleafure on the River 
Thames i ins Beat... 5 Nev, 
ev. 
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Nev. | to. Lady Anſw. ] Pray Madam do you 
| tell me, for I let my Watch run down. 

Lady Anſiv. Why, tis half an Hour paſt Hang- 
ing Time. 

Col. Well; I am like the Butcher, that was 5 
looking for his Knife, and had it in his Mouth : 
have been ſearching my Pockets for my Snuff- 
Box, and, I gad, here it is in my Hand. 

Miſs. If it had been a Bear, twould have bit 
you, Colonel: Well, I wiſh I had ſuch a Snuff- 
Box. 

Nev. You'll be long N before you with 
your Skin full of Eyelet-Holes. 

Col. Wiſh in one Hand 

Miſs. Out upon you; , Lord; What can the Man 

mean? 
Tord Sp. This Tea's very hot? | 
L Hy l Why, it came from 2 hot Place my 
| ord. | 


Ad wW Colonel ſpils his Tea. 5 


Lady Sm. T hat's as well done, as if I had done 

it my ſelf. 

Col. Madam, I find you live by ill Neighbours, 

when you are forced to praiſe your ſelf. | 

Nev. Well; I won't drink a Drop more: If I 
do, *rwill go down like chopt Hay. 

Miß. Pray don't you ſay no *till you are aſk'd. 
Nev. Well; what you pleaſe, and the reſt again. 
Miſs. | ſtooping for @ Pin. ] I have heard em 

ſay, a Pin a-Day, is a Groat a Year, — Well, as 

I hogs! to be marryed (forgive me for Swearing) 

I vow it is a Needle. 

Col. W e wonderful Works of Nature! that 


2 black H n ſhould have a white Ee. * . 


— 
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Nev. What; you have found a Mare's Neſt, 
and laugh at the Eggs. | 
. Pray keep your Breath to cool your Por- 
ridge 

Nev. Miſs there was a very pleaſant Accident 
laſt Night in St. Fames's-Park. 

Miſs. [ 70 Lady Smart. ] What was it your La- 
dyſhip was going to ſay juſt now? 

Nev. Well Miſs; tell a Mare a E 
Miß. I find you jove to hear yourſelf talk. 

MV. Why, if you won't hear my Tale, als 
my, &c. | 

Mzſ5. Out upon you for a filthy Creater. | 
 _ Nev. What, Miſs; muſt I tell you a Story and 

find you Ears ? | 
Tord Sp. [to Lady Smart. Pray Madam, don't 
you think Mrs. Spendal very gentee]? = _ 

Lady Sm. Why, my Lord, I think ſhe was cut 
out for a Gentlewoman, but ſhe was ſpoiled in the 
making. She wears her Cloaths as if they were 
thrown on with a Pitch-Fork ; and, for the Faſhi- 
on, I believe they were made. in the Days of 
Queen Be. | 

Nev. Well, that's neither here nor there; for, 
you know the more careleſs, the more modiſh. 

Col, Well, I'd hold a Wager there will be a 
Match between her and Dick Dol: ; and I believe I 
can ſee as far into a Millſtone as another Man, 

Miß. Colonel, I muſt beg your Pardon a thou- 
ſand Times, but they fay, an old Ape has an old 
Eye. 
| "Now: Miſs, what do you mean? you'll ſpoil 

the Colonels Marriage if you call him old. 
Col. Not ſo old nor yet ſo cold Lou know 
the reſt Miſs. 
24, Manners is a fine Thing truly, 


Col. 


— 
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Col. Faith Miſs, depend upon- it, I'll give 


you as good as you bring. What? if you give a 
Jeſt, you muſt take a < 4g 


Lady Sm. Well, | Neverout, you'll never 
| have done *till you 185 that Knife, and then the 
Man won't take it again. 


M. Why Madam, Fools will be meddling ; 5 
I wiſh he may cut his Fingers: I hope, you can ſee 
your own Blood without fainting ? | 
Nev, Why, Miſs you ſhine this Morning, like 
a ſh Barn-Door ; you'll never hold out at 
this Rate; pray fave a little Wit for To-morrow, . 
Miſs. Well, you have faid your Say: If People 
will be rude, 1 have done. My Comfort is, it 
will be all one a thouſand Years hence. 
_ Nev. Miſs, and you have ſhot your Bolt: I find 
you muſt have the laſt Word: Well, I'll go to the 
Opera to Night.----No, I can't neither, for I have 
ſome Buſineſs and yet I think I muſt ; for I 
promiſed to ſquire the Counteſs to her Box. 
Miſs. The Counteſs of Puddledock 1 ſuppoſe. AE 
Nev. Peace or War, Miſs ? 
Lady Sm. Well, Mr. Neverout you'll never be 
mad, you are of fo many Minds. 


[A. Miſs riſes, the Chair falls behind her. 1 


V. Well, I ſhan't be Lady Mayoreis this 
Tear. 

Nev. No, Miſs, tis Fakes than that, you won't | 
be married this Year. 


Mi. Lord! = make me laugh . 1 
@n't well. 


i [ Neveroas as Miſs is 27229. pulls ber ſullenty on 
| Jy 


New 
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| Nev. Colonel, come fir down on my Laps 
more Sacks on the Mill. 


Miſs. Let me go : An't you forry for my 


Heavineſs? 


Nev. No Miſs; you are very light, but! don't 
ſay, You are a light Hull. Pray take up the 
Chair for your Pains. | 

Miſs. *Tis but one Body's Labour, you may do 
it your ſelf, I wiſh you would be quiet, you have 


more Tricks than a dancing Bear. 


[Neverout riſes to take up the Chair, and 47 oy ts 
in his.] © 


Nev. You would not be ſo ſoon in my Grave, 
Madam. 


Miſs. Lord, I have torn my Pettycoat with 


your odious romping; my Rents are coming in; 


I'm afraid I ſhall fall into the Ragman” 5 Hands. 
Nev. I'll mend i it, Miſs. 


Mi. You mend it! Go teach your Grannum to 
ſuck Eggs. | 


Nev. Why, Miſs, you are ſo croſs, I could 
Bad: in my Heart to hate you. 


Miss. With all my Heart; I can aſſure you, 


there will be no Love loſt between us. 


«Nev. But, pray my Lady Smart, does not 


Miſs look as if ſhe could eat me ih Salt? 


« Miſs. TY make you one Day ſup Sorrow for 
this. 


Nev, Well, follow your own Way, you'll live 
the longer, 


| Miſs. See, Madam; how well I have mended 
it. 9 15 


Lady Sm. *Tis indifferent, as Doll danc'd. 
- Nev. Twill laſt as many Nights as Days. 
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Ai. Well, I knew I ſhould never have your 
good Word. 355 | 
Lady Sm. My Lord; Lady Anſwerall and I, 
were walking in the Park laſt Night till near Ele- 
ven; *twas a very fine Night N 
N Nev. I'gad fo was I, and I'll tell you a comical 
Accident. Pgad I loſt my Underſtanding. 
| Miſs. Pm glad you had any to loſe. 
Lady Sm. Well, but what do you mean? 
Nev..V'gad I kickt my Feet againſt a Stone, 
and tore off the Heel of my Shoe, and was forced 
to limp to a Cobler in the Pellmell, to have it put 
on. He, he, he. [All laugb.] . 
Col. O, *twas a delicate Night to run away with 
another Man's Wife. | oy 


| [Neverout ſueezes. - 


Miß. God bleſs you, if you have not taken Snuff. 

Nev. Why, what if I have, Miſs? 

Miſs. Why then the Duce take you. 

Nev. Miſs, I want that Diamond Ring of 
yours. 5 | r 
Miſs. Why then, Want's like to be your Maſter. 


[ Neverout looking at the Ring.] 


Nev. Ay marry, this is not only, but alſo; pray, 
where did you get it? 85 
Miſs. Why, where it was to be had; where 
the Devil got the Fryar. 
Mev. Well, if 1 had ſuch a fine Diamond 
Ring, I would not ſtay a Day in England. Bur 
''q you know, far fetch'd and dear bought, is fit for 
WW. Ladies. I warrant this coſt your Father two Pence 
1 half Penny. ; 2 


(34) ſitting between Neverout and the Colonel 1 


DE 


1 


Por 1E CoxvzRSAT ION. | 29 
Miß. Well, here's a Roſe between two Nettles. 


Nev, No, Madam, with Submiſſion, there's a 
Nettle between two Roſes. 5 | 


[ Colonel ſtretching himſelf.) - 
Lady Sm. Why, Colonel, you break the King's 
Laws, you ſtretch without a Haltar. | 


Lady Anfw. Colonel; ſome Ladies of your Ac- 


quaintance have promiſed to Breakfaſt with you, 
arid I am to wait on them; what will you give us? 


Col. Why, Faith Madam, Batchelor's Fare, 


Bread and Cheeſe; and Kiſles. 


Lady Anſiw. Poh, what have you Batchelors to 


do with your Money, but to treat the Ladies? 
You have nothing to keep but your own four 
Quarters. | 


Lady Anſiw. My Lord; has Captain Strut the 


Honour to be related to your Lordſhip ? 
Lord Sp. Very nearly, Madam; he's my Cou- 
ſin German quite removed: 
Lady Anfw. Pray is not he rich? 
1 Lord Sp. Ay, a rich Rogue, two Shirts and a 
ag: | 
E. Well; however they ſay he has a great 


| Eſtate, but only the right Owner keeps him out 


of it. | 
Lady Sm. What Religion is he of ? 
Lord Sp. Why; he is an Anythingarian, 
Lady Anſiv. I believe, he has his Religion to 
chuſe, my Lord. . 


. [Neverout ſcratches his Neck.] 
: Miſs. Fye, Mr. Neverout, an't you aſhamed ? 
U beg Pardon for the Expreſſion ; but I'm afraid 


your Boſom Friends are become your Backbiters. 


» 


* 
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Nev. Well, Miſs, I ſaw a Flea once on your 
Pinner; and a Louſe is a Man's Companion, but 
a Flea is a Dog's Companion. However, I wiſh 
you would ſcratch my Neck with Fog: pretty white 
Hand. 

Miſt. And who would be Fool then? I would} 
not touch a Man's Fleſh for the Univerſc: You 
have the wrong Sow by the Ear; ] aſſure __ 
that's Meat for your Maſter. 

Col Well, I muſt be plain, here's a very bad 
Smell, 

Mis. Perhaps, Colonel, the Fox is the finder. 

Nev. No, Colonel, tis only your Tecth againſt 
Rau. But. - * 


Miſs. Colonel, 1 find, you would make a very 


' good poor Man's Sow. But, 


Nev. Miſs Notable ;. all Quarrels laid aſide, 


15 pray ſtep hither for a Moment. 


Miſs. I'll waſh my Hands and wait on you, 


Sir; but pray come you hither, and try to _ | 
this Lock. 


Nev. We'll try what we can do. | 
Miſs. We! what, have you Pigs in your Belly! | 


\ Nev. I aſſure you, Miſs, I am very handy at 
al Things, | 


Miſs. Marry hang them, that can't give them- 
ſelves a good Word, I believe you may have an 
even Hand to throw a Louſe into the Fire. 


[ Colonel conghing. ] 


Col. I 3 got a ſad Cold. 


Lady Anſw. Ay, tis well if one can get any 
ec theſe hard Times. 


Mis. [To Colonel.] Choak Chicken, there's a- 
nother : a Hatching, | 
Lady Sm. 


OY 
. 
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1 


Cold? 


Lord 5 Why, Madam, I nh the Colonel 
got it by lying a-Bed barefoot. 
Lady Anſtw. Why, then Colonel, you muſt 


take it for better for worſe, as a Man takes his 
Wife. 


Col. Well, Ladies, I apprehend you without 4a 


Conſtable. N 


Mijs. Mr. Neverout, Mr. Neverout, come hi- 
ther this Moment. 

Lady Sm. [imitating ber.] Mr. Neverout, Mr. 
Neverout, I wiſh he were ty'd to your Girdle. 
Nev. What's the Matter? Whoſe Mare s dead 


now? 


Miſs. Take your Lakes 4 your Pains, you 

may go back again like a Fool as you came. 
Nev. Well, Miſs, if you deceive me a ſecond 

Time, it's my Fault. 

o Lady Sm. Colonel, methinks your Coat is too 
ort. 


Col. It will be long enough, before I get a0 


ther, Madam. 


Miſs. Come, come, the Coat's a good pn 
and come of good Friends. 


Nev. Ladies, you are miſtaken | in the Stuff; 
*tis half Silk. 


Col. Tom Newerout, . re a Fool, and e 5 


your Fault. 


[4 great Nit below.) 
Lach on. Hey; what a clattering i is there; one 


would think Hell was broke looſe. 


Miſs. Indeed, Madam, I muſt take my Leave, 
for 1 art well. 
19h" 
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Lady Sm. What, you are ſick of the Mulli- 
grubs with cating chopt Hay. 

Miſs. No indeed, Madam, to ſay the Truth of 
it, Pm ſick and hungry, more need of a Cook 
than a Doctor. 

Lady Anſ. Poor Miſs, ſhe's ſick as a Cuſhion, 
the wants nothing but ſtuffing. 

Col. If you are ſick, you ſhall have, a Caudle of 
Calves Eggs. 

Nev. I can't find my Gloves. 

Miſs. I ſaw the Dog running away with ſome 
dirty Thing a while ago. 

Col. Miſs, you have got my Handkerchief ; 
pray let me have it. 

Lady Sm. No, keep it Miſs, for they ſay Poſ- 
ſeſſion is eleven Points of the Law. 

Mi. Madam, he fhall never have it again; ; it 
is in Huckſters Hands. 

Lady Anſeo. What; I ſee *tis s raining again, 

122 Sp. Why then, Madam, we muſt do as 
they do in Spain. | 

Lady Sm. Pray, my Lord, how is that? 

ord Sp. Why, am. we muſt let it rain. 


Miß whiſpers Lady Smart. ] 


' Nev. Miſs, there's no whiſſ pering dor there's 
lying. 
914 5, Lord! Mr, Neverout, you are grown as 
pert as a Pearmonger this Morning. | 
Neu. Indeed, Miſs, you are very handſome. 

Miſs, Poh, 1 know that already, tell me News, 


one Body Knocks at the Door. 


[roman comes in.] 


Footman, 


* 


* 
"7 
os % 


* | 
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Frotman. [ Col.] An pleaſe your Honour, 
there's a Man below wants to ſpeak to you. 
Col. Ladies, your Pardon for a Minute. 


s Colonel Loes ey | 


Lady Sm. Mis, I ſent Yeſterday to know how 
you did, but you were gone abroad early, 
Miß. Why, Madam, I was huncht up in 3 
Hackney Coach with three Country Acquaintance, 
who called upon me to take the Air as far as High- 
gate. 
8 Lady Sm. And had you a ** Airing | 'B 
. No, Madam, it rain'd all the Time: 
was jolted to Death, and the Road was ſo bad, has 
I ſcreamed every Moment, and call'd to the Coach- 
man, pray Friend don't ſpill us. 
. Nev. So, Miſs, you were afraid that Pride 
ſhould have a Fall. 

Mis. Mr. Neverout, when I want a Fool, PI 
ſend for you. 

Lord Sp. Miſs, did not your left Ear burn laſt 
Night? 

Af. Pray why, my Lord ? 

Lord Sp. Becauſe I was then in ſome Commutins 
where you were extolled to the Skies, I aſſure you. 
NM. My Lord, that was more their Goodneſs, 

than my Deſert. 

Lord Sp. T hey ſaid you were a compleat 
Beauty. END 
Mi. My Lord, I am as God made me. 

Lady Sm. The Girl's well enough if ſhe had but 
another Noſe. 

Miſs. O, Madam, I know I ſhall always have 
your good Word ; you W to r a lame Dog 
over the Style. 

[One 


P 
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| [Oe nocks. y- 


Lady Sm. Who's there? You're n the wrong: 
Side of the Door; come in if you be fat. 


Colonel comes in again, | 


TDLord Sp. Why, Colonel, you are a Man of 
great Buſineſs. | 
Col. Ay, my Lord ; Pm like my Land Mayor' s . 
Fool ; full of Buſineſs, and nothing to do, 
Lady Sm. My Lord, don't you think the Colo- 
nel's mighty fallen away: of late?” + 
Lord Sp. Ay, fallen from a- Horſe Load iz - 
Cart-L.oad. = 
Col. Why, my Lord, I'gad I am like a Rab- 
bit, fat and lean i in four and twenty Hours. 
Lady Sm. I aſſure you, the Colonel walks as 
ſtrait as a Pin. 
4 Miſs, Yes, he's a beindſoene bodied Man i in the 
ace, 
Nev. A handſome Foot and Leg, God- der 
cy Shoe and Stocking, 

Col. What? three upon one, that's foul play. 
This would make a Parſon ſwear. | 
Nev. Why Miſs ; what's the Matter 2 Tou 

look as if you had neither won nor loſt. 
Col. Why, you muſt know, Miſs lives upon 


© Love. 


Miſ5, Yes, upon Love and Lumps of the Cup- 
board. = 


Lady Anſ. Ay, they ſay Love and Peaſe-por- 
ridge are two dangerous Things ; one breaks the 
Heart, and t'other the Belly. 


[Mi imitating Lady Anſwerall's Nane. 
Miß. 
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MIC. Very pretty, one breaks the Heart, and 
tother the Belly. 
Lady Anſ. Have a Care, Miss, they: fag, mock- 
ing is catching. | 
Miß. I never heard that. . | 
- Nev. Why then, Miſs, you have one wrinkle | 


T6 Pers. more than ever you had before. 


Miß. Well; live and learn. . 

Nev. Ay, and be hang'd, and forget all. 

Miſs. Well, Mr. Neverout, take it as you 

pleaſe; but I ſwear, you're a ſawcy Jack for uſing . 
"BS Expreſſions. 

Neu. Why then, Miſs, if you go to that, 1 muſt 
tell you, that there's never a Jack, but there's a Jill. 

. Miſs. O, Mr. Neverout, every one Knows that 
you are the Pink of Courteſy. 

Nev. And, Miſs, all the World allows that you 
are the Flower of Civility. | 

Lady Sm. Miſs, I hear there was a great deal 

of Company where viſited laſt Night: Pray, 
who were they 2. - 


Miſs. Why, there was Lady 8 Miſs 


7, oandagain, Sir Jobn Ogle, my Lady Clapper and 
I, quoth the Dog. 


Col. Was your Viſit long, ern nd 
Miß. Why truly, they went all to the Opera, 


. and ſo poor Pillgarlick came home alone. 


. Nev. Alack a Day, poor Miſs, bine 5 


grieves me to pity you. 


Miß. What, you think * ſaid a ſine Thing 


now; well, if I had a N with no MMC Wit, 1 
would hang him. 


Lady Sm, Miſs, if it hey Manners, may. Iaſk 


whichh is oldeſt, you, or Lady Scuttle? | 


Miß. Why, my Lord, when I dye for Age; 
Lady 


ſhe * quake for Fear. 


0 
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Lady Sm. She's a very great Gadder abroad. 
Lady Sm. Lord! ſhe made me follow her laſt 
Week 1 through all the Shops like a Tantiny Pig. 
Lady Sm. I. remember you told me, you had 
been 25 her from Dan to Berſbeba. 
Miß. O, Mr. Neverout, my little Counteſs has 
Juſt littered ; ſpeak me fair, and I'll ſet you down 
for a Puppy. 
Nev. Why Miſs, if I ſpeak you fair, perhaps I 
mayn't tell Truth. 
Lord Sp. Ay, but Tom, ſmoak that, ſhe calls 
you Puppy by Craft. | 
Nev. Well, Miſs, you ride the fore Horſe To- 
Day. 
Ms iſs. Ay, many a one ſays well, chat thinks il. 
Nev. Fye, Miſs, you ſaid that once before; 
and you know, too much of one Thing is good 
for nothing. : 
AMifs. Why ſure, one can't oy a — Thing 
too often, 
Lord Sp. Well; fo much for that, and Butter 
for Fiſn. Let us call another Cauſe. Pray, Ma- 
dam, does your Ladyfhip know Mrs. Nice ? 
Lady Sm. Perfectly well, my Lord; ſhe is nice 
by Name, and nice by Nature. 
Tord Sp. Is it poſſible that ſhe n take that 
Booby Tom Blunder for Love? 
Miß. She had good Skill in Horſe Fleſh, that 
could chuſe a Gooſe to ride on. 
Lady Anfw. Why, my Lord, it was her Fate; 3 
they ſay Marriage and hanging go by Deſtifiy, 
Gol I believe, ſne' Il never be burnt for a Witch. 
Lord Sp. They ſay Marriages are made in Hea- 
ven; but I doubt when ſhe was mn ſne had no 
riends there, 
ſ Nev. 


1 
7 


* 


— 
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| Nev.” Well, ſhe's got out of God's Blefliog 4 into 
the warm Sun, 
Col. The Fellow's 1 well nn if he had any 


- Guts in his Brains. 


| Lady Sm. They ſay, thereby hangs : a Tale, 
Lord Sp. Why, he's a meer Hobbledehoy, nei - 
ther Man nor Boy. 

Miſs. Well, if I were to chufe a Huſband, I 
would never be marry'd to a little Man. 
Ng. Pray why ſo, Miſs? For they ſay of all 
Evils we ought to chuſe the leaſt. 

M/s. Becauſe Folks would ſay, wha they ſaw us 
rag there goes the Woman and her Huſband. 
Col. [To Lady Smart. ] Will your Ladyſhip be 
on the Mall 5 — Night? x 
| Lady 8m, No, that won't be proper; you know 
To-morrow is Sunday. 
Lord Sp. What then, Madam, they ſay, the bet- 
ter Day the better Deed. - 
Lady Anſ. Pray, Mr. Neverout, how do you 
like my Lady Fruzz ? 
. Nev. Pox on her, ſhe's as old as Pole's, 
Miß. So will you be, if you ben't hang'd when 
you're young. 


' Nev. Come, Mis, let us be Friends; ; will you 
go to the Park this Evening ? : 


Miſs. With all my Heart, and a Piece of my 
Liver; 3 but not with you. | 
- Lady Sm. I'll tell you one Thing, and that's not 
two: Im afraid I ſhall get a Fit of the Head-ach 
Fo- day. 
Col. o, Madam, don- t be afraid, it comes dow 
a Fright, 
Miſs. (To Lady Anſverall.] Madam, one of 
Jour 5 s Lappets is longer than N other. 
Lady 
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Lady Anſ. Well, no Matter; they that ride on 

a trotting Horſe will neer perceive it. 

Nev. Indeed, Miſs, your Lappets hang worſe. 

. Miſs. Well, T love a Lyar in my Heart, and 
you | _ me to a Hair. | 


la riſes a.] 


Nev. Duce take you, Miſs, you trod on my 
- ot, I hope you don” t intend to come to my Bed- 

ide 

Miſs. In troth, you are afraid of your Friends, 
and none of them near you. 

Lord Sp. Well faid, Girl, [giving ber a Chuck. 7 
take that, they lay a Thul 0 er the Chin is 
worth two Kiſſes. 

Lady Anſiv. But, Mr. Neverout, 1 wonder why 
ſuch a handſome ftrait young Gentleman as you, 
does not get ſome rich Widow, 

Lord Sp. Strait! ay, ſtrait as wy Leg, and 
_ that's crooked at Knee. 

| Nev. Faith, Madam, if it rain'd rich Widows, ' © 
none of them would fall upon me. l'gad I was 
born under a three Penny Planet, never to be worth 
a Groat. 

Lady Anſw. No, Mr. Neverout, I believe you 
were born with a Cawl on your Head; you are 
| ſuch a Favourite among the Ladies. But, what 
think you of Widow Prim ? She's immenſly rich. 

Nev. Hang her, they ſay her Father was 2 
Baker. 

Lady Sm. Ay, but it is not what 1s ſhe, but 
what has ſhe now a-Days. 

Col. Tom, Faith put on a bold Face for once, and 
have at the Widow, FI * a good Word for. 
you to her, 


* 


1 


Lady 
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Lady Anſ. Ay, 1 warrant yow'll ſpeak one Word | 


for him, and two for your ſelf. 

Miſs. Well, I had that juſt at my Tongue's End. 

Lady Anfw. Why, Miſs, they ſay good Wits 
jump. 
" Nev. Faith, Madam, I had rather marry «Wo: 
man I loved, in her Smock, than Widow Prim, 
if ſhe had her Weight in Gold, 

Lady Sm. Come, come, Mr. Neverout, Mar- 
riage is honourable ; but, Houſckeeping i is a Shrew. 

Lady Anſw. Conſider, Mr. Neverout, four bare 
Legs in a Bed; and you are a younger Brother. 

Col. Well, Madam, the younger Brother is the 
better Genelemad, However, Tom, I would ad- 
viſe you to look before you leap. 

Lord Sp. The Colonel ſays true: Beſides, you 
can't expect to wive and thrive in the ſame Year. 


Miſs. [ Sbuddering.] Lord, there's ſome Body 


walking over my Grave. 
Col. Pray, Lady Anfwerall, where was you laſt 
Wedneſday, when I did my ſelf the Honour to 


Tribe of Gad, 
Lady Anſtw. Why, Colonel; I was it Church. 


wait on you? I think your 2 8 is one of the 


too. 


Nev. I believe her Ladyſhip was at a Church, 
with a Chimney in it. 


Mifs. Lord! my Pettycoat, how it hangs by 
Ec Jommetry. 


Nev. Perhaps, the Fault may be in your Shape. 
Ms. [ Looking gravely. ] Come, Mr. Neverout, 
there's no Jeſt like a true Jeſt: But, I ſuppoſe, 
you think my Back's broad * to bear every 
Thing. 


Nev, Madam; I humbly beg your Pardon. 


Min. 


Col. Nay, then I will be hang'd, and my Horſe 


— 
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Miß. Well, Sir, your Pardon's granted. . 
' Nev. Well, all Things have an End, and a 
Pudden has two, up up on, my my Word. [ Stui- 
zZers. | Pt 
NA. What; Mr. Neverout, can't you ſpeak 
without a Spoon? : 3 

Lady Sp. [To Lady Smart. ] Has your Ladyſhip 
feen the Dutcheſs ſince your Falling-out * 5 

Lady Sm. Never, my Lord, but once at a 
a Viſit; and ſhe look'd at me, as the Devil look*d 
over Lincoln. | 

Nev. Pray Miſs, take a Pinch of my Snuff. 

Aſs. What; you break my Head, and give 
me a Plaiſter; well, with all my Heart; once 
and not uſe it. „ 

Nev. Well, Miſs, if you wanted me and your 
Victuals, you'd want your two beſt Friends. 

Col. [To Neverout.] Tom, Miſs and you muſt- 
kiſs and be Friends. 


[Neverout ſalutes Mi.] 


Miſs. Any Thing for a quiet Life. My Noſe 
_ and I knew I ſhould drink Wine, or kiſs a 
1 1 
Col. Well, Tom, if that ben't fair, hang fair. 
Nev. I never ſaid a rude Thing to a Lady in 
my Life. Ye | 
Miß. Here's a Pin for that Lye. I'm fre 
Lyars had need of good Memories. Pray, Colo- 
nel, was not he very uncivil to me but juſt now? 
TLady Anſw. Mr. Neverout, if Miſs will be an- 
gry for nothing, take my Council, and bid her 
turn the Buckle of her Girdle behind her. ta, 
' Nev. Come, Lady Anfwerall, I know better 
Things, Miſs and I are good Friends: Don't put 
Tricks upon Travellers. 


Col. 
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| Col. Tom, not a Word of the Pudden, I beg 


you. = 
Lady Sm. Ah, Colonel, you'll never be good, 


nor then neither. 
Lord 8p. Which of the Goods d'ye mean? Good 
for ſomething, or good for nothing. 
Miſs. I have a Bliſter on my Tongue; yet I 
don't remember I told a Lye. . 
Lady Anſ, I thought you did juſt now. . 
Lord Sp. Pray, Madam, what did thought do? 
Taady Anſw. Well, for my Life I cannot con- 
ceive what your Lordſhip means. 
Tord Sp. Indeed, Madam, I mean no Harm. 
Lady Sm. No to be ſure, my Lord, you are as 
innocent as a Devil of two Tear old. : 
Nev. Madam, they fay, ill Doers, are ill 
Deemers ; but I don't apply it to your Ladyſhip. 


[ Miſs mending a Hole in her Lace. ] 


Miß. Well, you ſee 'm mending ; I hope, I 
| ſhall be good in Time. Look, Lady Anſcverall, is 
it not well mended? „ 
Lady Anſ. Ay, this is ſomething like a Tanzy. 
Lady Sm. Pray Colonel, are you not very muctr 
tanned? l ä 
Col. Yes, Madam, but a Cup of Chriſtmas 
Ale, will ſoon wath it off. 


Lord Sp. Lady Smart, does not your Ladyſhip 


think Mrs. Fade, is mightily altered ſince her Mar- 
m—_. 3 | 

Lady Anſ Why, my Lord, ſhe was hand- 
ſome in her Time; but, ſhe can't eat her Cake 
and have her Cake. I hear ſhe's grown a mere 


Otomy. 
Lady 


* 


42 Pol ITE CoOnveR8ATION. 


Lady Anſw. Poor Creature, the black Ox has 
ſet his F oot upon her already. 

Miſs. Ay, ſhe has quite loſt "the Blue on the 
Plum. | 
Lady Sm. And yet, they lay he is very fond 
of her ſtill. 

Lady Anfw. O Madam! if ſhe would eat Gi, 
he would give it her. 

* Nev. | To Lady Smart.] Madam, have you \ 
heard that Lady 2ueaſy, was lately at the Play- 
Houſe in Cog ? 

Lady Sm. What Lady Queaſy, of all Women 
in the World! Do you ſay it upon Rep? 

' Nev. Pozz; I ſaw her with my own Eyes; ſhe 
fat among the Mobb in the Gallery, her own ugly 
Fizz. And ſhe ſaw me look at her. 

Col. Her Ladyſhip was plaguily bamb d; I. 
warrant it put her into the Hipps. 

Nev. I ſmoakt her huge Noſe; 1 7 gad, ſhe 
put me in Mind of the Woodcock, that ſtrives to 
= his long Bill, and then thinks no Body ſees 

im 

Col. Tom, I adviſe you to hold your Tongue; 3 
for you'll never ſay ſo good a Thing again. 

5 Sm. Miſs, what are you looking for? 

A5 O! Madam, I have loſt the fineſt Needle. 

Lady Anſeo. Why, ſeek fill you find it, and 


- you won't loſe your Labour. 


- Nev, The Loop of my Hat is broke. How 
ſhall I mend it? He faſtens it with a Pin. ] well, 
hang them, ſay I, that have no Shift. 

Mzj5. Ay, and hang them that has one too many. 


Miſs, Well, but 1 don't like ſuch Jeſting. 


Here the Author, "w Variety, runs into ſome 


0 Nev, 


Cant Words. 


* 


LL 


ev. 
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: Nev. Oh Miſs! I have heard a fad Story of you; 


Miſt I defy you, Mr. Neveront ; no Body can 
fay, black's my Eye. | . 
Nev. I believe you would with they could. 


Miß. Well, but who was your Author? Comes 


tell Truth for once, and ſhame the Devil. 

Nev. Come, then Miſs; gueſs who it was that 
Mi. Well, who was it? i 3 
4 2 Why, one that lives within a Mile of an 
Miſs. Well; go hang yourſelf in your own 
Garter ; for 'm ſure the Gallows groans for you. - 
_ Nev. Bite! Miſs, I was but in Jeſt,  _ 
* Well, but don't let that ſtick in your Giz- 
Col. [To Lord Smart. ] My Lord, does your 

Lordſhip know Mrs. Talkall ? : 
© Lord Sm. Only by Sight: But, I hear ſhe has a 
* deal of Wit; and I' gad, as the Saying is, 
lJettle to the Back-Bone. - 
Lady Sm. So I hear. 8 
Col. Why; Dick Lubber, ſaid to her Yother | 
Day; Madam, you can't cry Bo to a Gooſe : Yes, 
but I can ſaid ſhe; and I'gad cry'd Bo full in his 
Face. We all thought we ſhould break our Hearts 
with laughing}. 3 ö 
Lord Sp. That was cutting with a Vengeance. 


told me; come, put on your conſidering Cap. 


And, prithee how did the Fool look? 


Col. Look: Pgad, he look'd for all the World, ; 


like an Owl in an Ivy Buſh. | 


[ Child comes in ſereaming. ] 


At. Well, if that Child was mine, I'd whip it 
*ill the Blood came. Peace you little Vixen; if 


I were near you, I _ not be far from you. 


| Lad Syn. 
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Lady Sm. Ay, ay, Batchelor's Wives, and 
Maid's Children, are finely tutor d. . 

Lady Anſw, Come to me Maſter, and T1] give 
you a Sugar-Plum : Why Miſs, you forget that 
ever you was a Child yourſelf 


[ She gives the Child a Lump of Sugar. ] 


I have heard em ſay Boys will long. 1 
Col. My Lord, I ſuppoſe you know, that Mr. 
| Buzzard has married again. 
Lady Sm. This is his fourth Wife; then he has 
been ſhod round. 
Ys - Col. Why, you muſt know, ſhe had a Month's 
Mind to Dick Frontleſs, and thought to run away 
1 | with him; but, her Parents forced her to take the 
| the old Fellow, for a good Settlement. 
Lord Sp. So the Man got his Mare again. 
5 Lady Sm. I'm told he faid a very good Thing 
| © to Dick: ſaid he, you thin us old Fellows are 
*k Fools. But we old Fellows know young Fellows 
are Fools. | 
Col. I know nothing of that; but I know, he's 
deviliſh Old, and ſhe's very Young. 
Lady Anfe W. Why, they call that a Match of 
the World's making. 
| 5 110 What, if he had been Young, and ſhe 
> 
' Nev. Why, Miſs, that 8 have been a 
Match of the Devil's making: But, when both 
are Young, that's a Match of God's making, 


[ Miſs ſearching ber Pocket for a Thimble, brings out 
4 Nuimeg. | 


Nev. O Miſs! have a Care; for if you carry 

a Nutmeg in your Pocket, youll certainly be mar- 
ried t to an old Man, | 
hy Mis, 
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' M5. Well, and if ever I be married, it ſhall 
; ke to an old Man; 3 they always make the beſt 
Huſbands : And it is better to be an old Man's 
Darling, than a young Man's Warling. 
Nev. Faith, Miſs, if you ſpeak, as you 2 
I'll give you my Mother for a Maid. 


[ Lady Smart rings the Bell. 
¶ Footman comes in. ] 


Lady Sm. Harkee, you Fellow, run to my LA. 
dy Match and deſire ſhe will remember to be 
here at Six to play at Quadrille, d'ye hear, if you 

fall by the Way, don't ſtay to get up again. 
Footman, Madam, I don't know the Houſe. 
Lady Sm. Well, that's not for Want of Igno- 


rance, follow your Noſe. Go enquire among the 
Servants, 


- [ Footman goes out, and leaves the Door open. 1 


Lady Sm. Here, come back you Fellow, why 
did you leave the Door open: Remember, that a 
good Servant muſt always come, when he's call, 
do what he's bid, and ſhut the Door after him. 


[The Footman goes out again, and falls down Stairs. 


Lady Anſiw. Neck, or nothing. Come down, 
or'Pl] fetch you down: Well, but I hope the poor 
Fellow has not ſaved the Hangman a Labour. 

Nev. Pray, Madam, ſmoak Miſs yonder WS 
her Lips, and playing with her Fan. | 

Mz VF. Who's that takes my Name in vain? 


1 runs up to them, and falls * 1 
F 32 | Lady ö | 


2 
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Lady Sm. What, more falling? Do you intend 
the Frolick ſhould go round? 5 
Lady Anſ. Why, Miſs, I wiſh you may not 
have broke her Ladyſhip's Floor. | 

Nev. Miſs, come, to me, and' Pl! take you up. 
Tord Sp. Well, but without a Jeſt, I hope, 
Miſs, you are not hurt. 

Col. Nay, ſhe muſt be hurt for certain ; for you 
ſee her Head is all of a Lump. 

Miſs. Well; remember this, Colonel, when I 
have Money, and you have none. 

Lady Sm. But, Colonel, when do you deſign to 
get a Houſe, and a Wife, and a Fire to put her in? 
Miß. Lord ! who would be marryed to a Sol- 
dier, and carry his Knap-Sack. _ 

Nev. O, Madam, Mars and Venus, you know. 
Col. Pgad, Madam, I'd marry To-morrow, if 
F thought I could bury my Wife juſt when the 
Honey Moon is over; but they ſay, a Woman 
has as many Lives as a Cat. 

Lady Anfw. I find, the Colonel thinks a dead 
Wife under the Table, is the beſt Goods in a Man's 
Houſe. . + | | | | 
Lady Sm. O, but Colonel, if you had a good 
Wife, it would break your Heart to part with her. 

Col. Yes, Madam, for they ſay, he that has 
loſt his Wife and Sixpence, has loſt a Teſter. 

Lady Sm. But, Colonel, they ſay, that every 
marryed Man ſhould believe there is but one good 
Wife in the World, and that's his own. | 
Col. For all that, I doubt, a good Wife muſt 
be beſpoke ; for there is none ready made. = 
Miß. 1 ſuppoſe, the Gentleman's a Woman 
Hater ; but, Sir, I think you ought to remember 
that once you had a Mother. And, pray, 8 : 


— 
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had not been for a Woman, where would you have | 
been, Colonel ? | 

Col. Nay, Miſs, you cry'd Whore firſt, when 
you talk'd of the Knap- Sack. 

Lady Anſw. But, I hope, you won't blame the 
whole Sex, becauſe ſome are bad. 

Nev. And, they ſay, he that hates Women, 
ſuck*d a Sow. 

Col. O, Madam, there's no general Rule with- 
out an Exception. 

Lady Sm. T hen, why don't you marry and 
ſettle. 

Col. Pgad, Madam, there s nothing will ſettle 

me but a Bullet. 

Miſs. I ſuppoſe, the Colonel was croſ'd in his 
firſt Love; which makes him ſo ſevere on all the 
Sex. 

Lady Anſ. Yes, and I'll hold an hundred to one, 
that he Colonel has been over Head and Ears in 
Love with ſome Lady that has made his Heart ach. 

Col. O, Madam, we Soldiers are Admirers of 
all the fair Sex. 

Mis. I with I __ ſee the Oed in love, till 
he was ready to | 
Eady Sm. Ay, bun I doubt, few People dye for 

Love in theſe Days. 

| Nev. Well, I confeſs, I differ from the Colonel, 
for I hope to have a rich, and a handſome W ile 

yet, before I dye. 

Col. Ay, Tom, live Horſe, and thou ſhalt have 

Graſs. 7 

Miſs, Well, Colonel, but whatever you ſay a- 
ur Women, they are better Creatures than 


en; for Men were made of ys bur en 
was made of Man. 


Cal. 


3 
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Col. Miſs, you may ſay what you pleaſe ; but 
faith, you'll never lead Apes in Hell. N 

Nev. No, no, Pl be ſworn, Miſs has not an 
Inch of Nun's Fleſh about her. | 

Miſs. I underſtumble you, Gentlemen, 

Nev. Madam, your humblecumdumble. 

Lord Sp. Pray, Miſs, when did you ſee your 
old Acquaintance Mrs. Cloudy ? You and ſhe are 
two, I hear. Eh 

Miſs. See her: Marry I don't Care whether I 
ever ſee her again, God bleſs my Eye-Sight. 

. Lady Anſ. Lord; why ſhe and you were as great 
as two Inkle-Weavers. I am ſure, I have ſeen her 
hug you, as the Devil hugg'd the Witch. : 

Miß. That's true; but I'm told for certain, 
ſhe's no better than ſhe ſhould be. | 

| Lady Sm. Well; God mend us all; but you 
muſt allow, the World is very cenſorious. I ne- 
yer heard that ſhe was naughty. — 18 

| * [To Neverout.] Come, Sir Thomas, when 
the King pleaſes, when do you intend to march? 

Lord Sp. Have Patience; Tom, is your Friend 
Ned Rattle marryed ? EL 

Nev, Yes, Faith, my Lord; he has tyed a 
Knot with his Tongue, that he can never untye 
With his Teeth Bot . 

Lady Sm. Ay, marry in haſte, and repent at 

Lady Anſw. Has he got a Fortune with his 
Lady ? For, they 495 . has ſome ſa- 
your, but nothing has no flavour. | 

Nev. Faith, Madam, all he gets by her, he 
may put into his Eye, and ſee never the worſe, | 
7/5. Then, I believe, he heartily wiſhes ker 


in Abraham's Boſom, 


* © 


Col, 
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Col. Pray, my Lord, how does Charles Limber, 
and his fine Wife agree ? "BY 

Lord Sp. Why, they fay, he's the greatelt 
Cuckold in Town. 

Nc. O but, my Lord, you ſhould always ex 
cept my Lord Mayor. . 
Miß. Mr. Neverout. | 
Nev. Hay, Madam, did you call me? 
Miß. Hay! Why; Hay is for Horſes, 
Nev. Why, Miſs, than you may 
Col. Pray, my Lord, What $ a Clock by your 

Oracle? 

Lord Sp. Faith, I can't tell; I think my Watch 
runs upon Wheels. 1 

Nev, Miſs, pray be ſo kind to call a Servant to 
bring me a Glaſs of Small-Beer. I Know you are 
at Home here. 

Mi. Every Fool can do as they re bid. Make 
2 Page of your own Age, and do it yourſelf. _ 

New. Chuſe proud Fool; I did but atk you. 


[M46 puts ber Hand 10 ber Knee.) 


What, Miſs, are you thinking of your Sweetheart? 
Is your Garter ſlipping down? 
Miſs. Pray, Mr. Neverout, keep your Breath 


to cool your Porridge, You meaſure my Corn by | 


your Buſhel. 
Nev. Indeed, Miſs, you Lye - 
Miß. Did you ever hear any Thing ſo ads, 
Nev, I mean, you | under a Miſtake, 
Miſs, If a thouſand Lyes could choak you, you 
| would have been choaked many a Day ago. 


LM tries io ſnatch My. Neverout's Snujff- Box. * 


Nev. Madam, you miſgd that, as N miſs'd 
your Mother's Blefig, | [She 
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ES 


[She tries again, and miſſes. 


| New. Snap ſhort makes you look ſo lean, Miſs, 
Miſs. Poh; you are ſo robuſtious: You had 
like to put out my Eye: I aſſure you, if you blind 


me, you muſt lead me. 


Lady Sm, Dear Miſs, be quiet; and bring me 
a Pin- Cuſhion out of that Cloſer, 


[M; ys opens the Door, and ſquals.] 
Lady Sm. Lord bleſs the Girl, what's the 


Matter now ? 


Miſs. I vow, Madam, I faw ſomething in 


black, I thought it was a Spirit. 


Col. Why, Miſs, did you ever ſee a Spirit? 
Miſs. No, Sir, I thank God, I never ſaw any 
Thing worſe than my ſelf. 
Nev. Well, I did a very fooliſh Thing Yeſter- 
day, 787 was a great Puppy for my Pains. 
Word fo ry likely ; for they lay, many a true 
Word ſi poken in Jeſt, 


[Footman r returns. 11 


Lady Sm. Well, did you deliver your Meſſage ? ? 
You are fit to be ſent for Sorrow, you ſtay fo long 
by the Way. ; 

Footman. Madam, my Lady was not at home; 
ſo, I did not leave the Meſſage, AF 

Lady Sm. This it is to ſend aF ool of an Errand. 


[Lord Sparkiſh looking at bis Watch. ] 


Lord Sp. *Tis paſt twelve a Clock. 

Lady Sm, Well, what is that among us all? 

Lord Sp. Madam, I muſt take my Leave. 

Tach Sm. Well, but your Lordſhip, and the 
Colonel, 15 


my Hand to you. 


- 
* 
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Colonel, will dine with us To-Day; and Mr. 
Neverout, T hope, we ſhall have your good Com- 


any. There will be no Soul elſe, beſides my own 
Lord, and theſe Ladies. For every Body knows, I 
hate a Crowd: I would rather want Vittels, than 
Elbow Room. We dine punctually at three, 
Lord Sp. Madam, we'll be ſure to attend your 
Ladyſhip. 5 


Cl. Madam, my Stomach ſerves me inſtead of 


| a Clock. 


[Another Footman comes back.] 


* 


z ” 


Lady Sm. O, you are the other Fellow I ſent : 


Well, have you been with my Lady Club. You 
are good to ſend of a dead Man's Errand. 8 
Footman, Madam, my Lady Club begs your La- 
dyſhip's Pardon; but ſhe is engaged To-Night. 
Miſs. Well, Mr. Neverout ; here's the Back of 
Nev. Miſs, I find you will have the laſt Word, 
Ladies, Jam more yours than my own, 
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FLord Smart, and the former Company at 


three à Clock, coming to dine.) 
I. [After Salutations.)J ) 


M forry I was not at home 
this Morning, when you 
; all did us the Honour to 
call here. But I went to 

dhe Levee To-Day. | 
Lord Sp. O, my Lord; I'm ſure the Loſs was 


Lord Sm. 


Durs. N 


Lady Sm. Gentlemen, and Ladies, you are come 
into a ſad dirty Houſe, I am ſorry for it, but we 
have had our Hands in Mortar. 

Lord Sp. O, Madam, your Ladyſhip is pleaſed 
to ſay ſo, but I never ſaw any Thing ſo clean and 
ſo fine, I profeſs it is a perfect Paradiſe. : 

Lady Sm. My Lord, your Lordſhip is always 
very obiging. : 

Lord Sp. Pray, Madam, whoſe Picture is that? 

Lady Sm, Why, my Lord, it was drawn On. 


W Rena 
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Lord Sp. Pll ſwear, the Painter did not flatter 
your Ladyſhip. - - 


Col. My Lord, the Day is finely cleared up. 


+ 


Lord Sm. Ay, Colonel, tis a Pity that fair 
Weather ſhould ever do any harm. [io Neverout.] 


Why, Tom, you are high in the Mode. 

Nev. My Lord, it 1s better to be out. of the 

World, than out of the Faſhion, 3 
Lord Sm. But, Tom, I hear, you and Miſs, are 


always quarelling: I fear, it is your Fault, for I 


can aſſure you, ſhe is very good humoured, 

Nev. Ay, my Lord, ſo is the Devil when he's 
pleas'd. 

Lord Sm. Miſs, what do you think of my 
Friend Tom? , SLES. 

Miſs. My Lord, I think he is not the wiſeſt 


Man in the World; and truly, he's ſometimes 


very rude. 
Lord Sp. That may be true; but yet, he that 


| hangs Tom for a Fool, may find a Knave in the 


Halter. ks | 
Miſs. Well, however, I wiſh he were hang'd, 
if it were only to try, 855 | 


Nev. Well, Miſs, if I muſt be hanged, I won't 
5 far to chuſe my Gallows : It ſhall be about your 


air Neck. 

Mis. I'll fee your Noſe Cheeſe firſt, and the 
Dogs eating it. But, my Lord, . Mr. Neverout's 
Wit begins to run low, for I vow he ſaid this be- 
fore. Pray, Colonel, give him a Pinch, and Pl 
do as much for you. 

Lord Sp. My Lady Smart, your Ladyſhip has 


a very fine Scarf. 


Lady Sm. Yes, my Lord, it will make a flam- 
ng F igure in a Country Church. 


[ Footman 
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[ Foolman comes in. 1 th Yet 5 * 


Footman. Madam, Dinner's upon the Table. ſ 
Col. Faith, I'm glad of it; my Belly began £ to 


cry Cupboard. 


Nev. I wiſh I may never - hear worſe News. 

Mis. What; Mr. Neverout, you are in great 
haſte; I believe your Belly thinks your Throat's 
cut. 


Nev. No, faith Miſs, three Meals a Day, and 


a good Supper at Night, will ſerve my Turn. 


Miß. To fay the Truth, Pm hungry. 
Nev. And I'm angry, ſo let us both go flake. 


[ They go in to Dinner, and after the uſual Com- 
pliments, take their Seats. |] 


Lord Sm. Ladies and Gentlemen, will you eat 


any Oyſters before Dinner. 


Col. With all my Heart. [Takes an Oyſter. ] 
He was a bold Man that firſt eat an Oyſter. 

Lady Sm. They ſay, Oyſters are a cruel Meat; 
becauſe we eat them alive: Then, they are an un- 
charitable Meat; for we leave nothing to the Poor. 
And, they are an ungodly Meat, becauſe we never 
ſay Grace to them. 

Nev. Faith, that's as well ſaid, as if I had d 
it my ſelf, 

75 Sm. Well, we are all well ſet, if we be : 
but as well ſerv'd. Come, Colonel, handle your 
Arms: Shall I help you to ſome Beef ? | 

Col. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes; and pray don't 
cut like a Mother-in-law, but ſend me a large 
Slice; for I loveto lay a good Foundation : I vow 
"tis a noble Srloyn. 4 ; 

15 Nev. 
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„Neu. Ay, here's Cut and come again; Miſs. 


But pray, why is it called a Sirloyn? | | 
Lord Sp. Why, you muſt know, that our King 
James I. who loved good Eating, being invited to 
Dinner by one of his Nobles, and ſeeing a large 
Loyn of Beef at his Table; he drew out his Sword. 
and in a Frolick Knighted it. Few People know 
the Secret of this. 
Lord Sp. Beef is Man's Meat, my Lord. 
Lord Sm. But, my Lord, I ſay, Beef is the 
King of Meat. 1 
Miß. Pray, what have I done, that I muſt not 
have a Plate? 3 
Lady Sm. [To Lady Anſiwerall.] What will 
your Ladyſhip pleaſe to eat ? | 3 
Lady Anſw. Pray, Madam, help your ſelf. 
Col. They ſay Eating and Scratching wants but 
à Beginning. If you will give me Leave, Pl} 
help my ſelf to a Slice of this Shoulder of Veal. 
Lady Sm. Colonel, you can't do a kinder Thing. 
Well, you are all heartily welcome, as I may lay. 
Col. They ſay there are thirty and two good 
Bits in a Shoulder of Veal. | ah 
Lady Sm. Ay, Colonel; thirty bad Bits, and 
two good ones; you ſee I underſtand you; but, 1 
| hope you have got one of the two good ones? 
Nev. Colonel, Pll be of your Meſs. | 
Col. Then, pray Tom, carve for your ſelf: They 
ſay, two Hands in a Diſh, and one in a Purſe, 
Hah, ſaid I well, Tom? 


Nev. Colonel, - you ſpoke like an Oracle. 
[ MzJs to Lady Anſwerall. ] 


M5. Madam, will your Ladyſhip help me to 
ſome Fiſh? A 


. C4 & '_ 
3 


Lord 
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Lord Sm. E To Neverout.] To om, hay ſay Fi iſh 
mould ſwim thrice. a 
Neu. How is that, my Lord? 
ie... Sm. Why, 7; om, firſt it ſhould ſwim in the 
(do you mind me?) then it ſhould ſwim in 
— 5 and at laſt Sirrah, it ſhould ſwim in good 
Claret. I think IT have made it out. | 


| [ Footman to Lord Smart, ] . 
"Foatman. My Lord, Sir John Linger is coming, 


Blk Sm. God fo! I invited him to "ZAP with 
me to-Day, and forgot it. Well, defire him to 
walk in. | - 


[ Sir John Linger comes in. ] | 


Sir John. What; are you at it? Why, then Pl1 
be gone. 
_ Lady Sm. Sir John, I beg you will ſet down; 


come, the more, the merrier. 


Sir Jobn. Ay; but the fewer the better Cheer. 

Lady Sm. Well, Iam the worſt in the World at 
making Apologies. It was my Lord's Fault. I 
doubt you muſt kiſs the Hare*s Foot. 

Sir Fohn, I fee you are faſt by the Teeth. 

Col. Faith, Sir Jobn, we are killing that would 


Kill us. 


Lord Sp. You ſee, Sir Fobn, we are upon a Buſi- 
neſs of Life and Death. Come, will you do as 
we do. You are come in Pudden Timm. 

Sir Fobn. Ay, this you would be doing if I were 
dead. What, you keep Court Hours I ſee. I'll 
be going, and get a Bit of Meat at my Inn. 

Lady Sm. Why, we won't eat you, Sir obn. 

Sir Jobn. It is my own Fault; but, I was kept 


Wy 
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by a Fellow, who bought ſome Derbyſbire Oxen 


from me. 

Nev. You ſee, Sir John, we ſtayed for you, as 

one Horſe does for another. 
Lady Sm, My Lord, will you help Sir John ta 
ſome Beef. Lady Anfwerall, pray eat, you ſee 
your Dinner, I am ſure, if we had known we 
ſhould have ſuch good Company, we ſhould have 
been better provided ; but, you muſt take the Will 
2 the Deed. Pm afraid you are invited to your 

Col. And, pray, Sir John, how do you like the 
Town? You have been abſent a long Time. 

Sir John. Why, I find little London ſtands juſt 
where it did when I left it laſt. 

Nev. What do you think of Hanover-Square, 
why, Sir Jobn, London is 22 out of Town ſince 
you ſaw it. 

Lady Sm. Sir Jobn, 1 can only ſay, you are 
heartily welcome; and 1 wiſh I had ſomething bet- 

ter for you. 


Col. Here's no Salt Cuckolds will run away 
with the Meat. 


Lord Sm. Pray edge a little, to make more 


Room for Sir John. Sir John fall to, you know 


half an Hour is ſoon loſt at Dinner. 


Sir John. I proteſt, I can't eat a Bit; for I took 


Share of a Beet-Stake, and two Mugs of Ale with 
my Chapman, beſides a Tankard of March Beer 
as ſoon as I got our of Bed. 
Lady Anfw, Not freſh and faſting, I hope. 


Sir Jobn. Yes faith, Madam, I always waſh my 
Kettle before I put the Meat in it. 


Lady Sm. Poh! Sir Fohn. you have ſeen nine 


Houſes ſince you eat laſt : Come, you have kept 


a Corner of your: Stomach for a Bit of Veniſon-Paſty. 


Sir 
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Sir Jobn. Well, Vl! try what I can do hen it 


comes up. | * 
Lady Anſiw. Come, Sir Jobn, you may go fur- 
ther, and fare worſe. i 0s 
Mziſs. [To. Neverout.] Pray, Mr. Neverout, 
will you pleaſe to ſend me a Piece of Tongue? . 
Nev. By no Means, Madam; one Tongue's . 
enough for a Woman. | : 
1 Col. Miſs, here's a Tongue that never told a 
YE. 1 1 
Miß. That was becauſe it could not ſpeak. 
Why, Colonel, I never told a Lye in my Life. 
Nev. I appeal to all the Company, whether that 
be not the the greateſt Lye that ever was told. 

Col. [To Neverout.] Prethee, Tom, ſend me tlie 
two Legs, and Rump, and Liver, of that Pigeon 3 
for you muſt know, I love what no Body elſe loves. 

Nev. But what if any of the Ladies ſhould long. 
Well, here take it, and the Devil do you good 
with i s 1 | FA 

Lady Anfſw. Well; this eating and drinking 

takes away a Body's Stomach gt. 
, Nev. Pm ſure J have loſt mine. 
Miß. What! the Bottom of it, I ſuppoſe. 
Nev. No really, Miſs, I have quite loſt it. 

Mi. I ſhould be ſorry a poor Body had found it. 

Lady Sm. But; Sir Jobn, we hear you are mar- 
ryed ſince we ſaw you laſt. What; you have ſto- 
len a Wedding, it feems. 

Sir Fobn. Well, one can't do a fooliſh Thing 
once in one's Life, but one mult hear of it a hun- 
dred Times. | 

Col. And pray, Sir Jobn, how does your Lady 
unknown? > | 4 

Sir Fohn. My Wife's well, Colonel; and at 

your Service in a civil Way, Ha, ha. [He laughs:]- 


Miss. 


<4 
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- Miſs. Pray, Sir Fohn, is your Lady tall, or 
ſhort? 


Sir John, Why, Miſs, I thank God, ſhe's 4 
little Evil. | 


Lord Sp, Come, give me a Glaſs of Claret. 
[ Footman fills him a Bumper.] 


Why do you fill ſo much? 
Nev. My Lord, he fills as he loves you. 
„ Sm. Miss, ſhall J ſend you ſome Cucum- 
r? 
Miſs. Madam, I dare not touch it; for they 
ſay, Cucumbers are cold in the third Degree. 
| Lady Sm. Mr. Neverout, do you love Pudden? 
Nev. Madam, I'm like all Fools; 1 love eve- 


ry Thing that is good: But the Proof of the Pud- 


den, is in the eating. 


Col. Sir Jobn, I hear you are a great Walket, 


when you are at home, 


Sir John. No, Faith, Colonel, I always love 
to walk with a Horſe in my Hand. Bat I have 


had deviliſh bad Luck in Horſe-Fleſh, of late. 


Lay 9m. Why. then, Sir John, you muſt kiſs 


A Parfon's Wife, 


' Lady Sm. They ſay, Sir John, that your Lady 
has a great deal of Wit. 

Sir Fobn. Madam, ſhe can make a Pudden 
and has juſt Wit enough to know her Huſband's 


Breeches from another Man's. 


Lady Sm. My Lord Sparkiſh, I have ſome ex- 
cellent Cyder, will you pleaſe to taſte it. ; 
Lord Sp. My Lord, I ſhould like it well e 


nough, if it were not ſo treacherous. / 


Lord Sm. Pray, my Lord, how is it treaches 7 


rous? | 


G | _ 
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Tord Sp. Becauſe it ſmiles in my Face, and cuts 
my Throat. [ Here à loud Laugb.] | 
Miß. Odd fo, Madam, your Knives are very 
' ſharp, for I have cut my Finger. | 

Lady Sm. I'm ſorry for it, pray which Finger? 

Miſs. Why, this Finger, (God bleſs the Mark) 
no, tis this: I vow, I can't find which it is. 

Nev. Ay, the Fox had a Wound, and he could 
not tell where, &c. Bring ſome Water to throw 
in her Face. | 

Miß. Pray, Mr. Neverout, did you ever draw 
a Sword in Anger? I warrant, you would faint a 
the Sight of your own Blood. . 

75 5 Sm. Mr. Neverout, ſhall I ſend you ſome 
Veal ? 

Nev, No, Madam, I don't love it. 
Miß. Then, pray for them that do, I deſire 
your Ladyſhip will ſend me a Bit. | 

Lord Sm. Tom, my Service to you. 472 
Nev. My Lord; this Moment, I did my ſelf 
the Honour to drink to your Lordſhip. 

42 Sm, Why then, that's Hartfordſbire Kind- 
neſs. | | 

Lord Sp. Why then, Colonel, my humble Service 
to you. i 

Nev. Pray, my Lord, don't make a Bridge of 
my Noſe. | 

Lord Sp. Well, a Glaſs of this Wine is as com- 
fortable, as Matrimony to an old Maid. © 
Col. Sir John, I deſign one of theſe Days, to 

come and beat up your Quarters in Derbyſhire. 

Sir Jobn. Faith, Colonel, come and welcome; 
and ſtay away, and heartily welcome, But you 
were born within the Sound of Bow Bell, and don't 
Care to ſtir fo far from London. 

Aif5, Pray, Colonel, ſend me ſome Fritters. 

9 Clone! 
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1 Colonel takes them out with bis Hand. ] 


Col. Here, Miſs, they ſay, Fingers were made 

before Forks, and Hands before Knives. 

Lady Sm. Methinks, this Pudden is too much 

boyP d. 7 'F » 

Lady Anfwv. O, Madam, they ſay a Pudden is 
Poiſon, when it's too much boyPd. OD 
' Nev. Miſs, ſhall I help you to a Pigeon? 

Here's à Pigeon ſo finely roaſted, it cries, Come 
eat me. | / | 
Miſs. No, Sir, I thank — , | 
Nev. Why then, you may chuſe, ; 

Miſs. I have choſen already. 
Nev. Well; you may be worſe offered, before 
vou are twice married. 


| [The Colonel fills a large Plate of $ oupe.] 
Lord Sm. Why, Colonel, you don't mean to 
f eat all that Soupe? I | 
Col. O, my Lord, this is my ſick Diſh z when 
» I am well, I have a Bigger. | 
Miſs. [To Colonel.] Sup Simon; good Broth. 
e Nev. This ſeems to be a good Pullet. 
Miſs. I warrant, Mr, Neverout, knows what's 
* good for himſelf. 
Lord Sp. Tom, I ſhan't take your Word for it, 
bs help me to a Wing. 
5 | [ Neverout ties to cut off a Wing.] 
Nev. I'gad, I can't hit the Joynt. 
3 Lord Sp. Why then, think of a Cuckold. 
ou New. O, now I have nickt it. 
9 
c | | . 
| ( Gives it Lord Sparkiſh.] 
, a 4 


ſome of that ſame Sawcre. 
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Lord Sp. Why, a Man may eat this, though 
his Wife lay a Dying. LE”; = 
Col. Pray, Friend, give me a Glaſs of Small- 
Beer, if it be good. „ 

Lord Sm. Why, Colonel, they ſay, there is no 
ſuch Thing as good Small-Beer, good brown 
Bread, or a good old Woman. 

Lady Sm. [To Lady Anſwerall.] Madam, I beg 
your Ladyſhip's Pardon, I did not ſee you when 
J was cutting that Bit. 3 

Lady Anſw, O, Madam, after you is good 

anners, | 

Lady Sm, Lord, here's a Hair in the Sawce. 
Lord Sp. Then, Madam, fet the Hounds after 
it. Sr COLOR 
Nev. Pray, Colonel, help me, however, to 


Col. Come, I think you are more Sawce than 


. 


Lord Sm. Sir John, chear up, my Service to you: 
Well, what do you think of the World to come? 

Sir Jobn. Truly, my Lord, I think of it as lit- 
tle as I can, e CER 

Lady Sm. [Putting a Skewer on a Plate, } Here, 
take this Skewer, and carry it down to the Cook, 
to dreſs it for her own Dinner. | 5 
Nev. I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon; but this 
Small-Beer is dead. | 

Lady Sm. Why then, let it be bury'd. 

Col. This. is admirable black Pudden ; Mils, 
ſhall I carve you ſome? I am the worſt Carver in 


the World; I ſhould never make a good Chaplain. 


I can juſt carve Pudden, and that's all, 
Miſs. No, thank ye, Colonel; for they ſay, 
thoſe that eat black Pudden, will dream of the 


Devil, 
* 1. Lord 


a 
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Lord Sm. O, here comes the Veniſon Faſty: 
Here, take the Soupe away. 


[He cuts it up, and taſtes the Veniſon. ] 
Sbods, this Veniſon i is muſty, _ 
[Neverout eats a Piece, and burns bis Mouth, *. 


Lord Sm. What's the Matter, Tom? You have 
Tears in your Ss I think. What doſt OF for, 
Man: ? 

" Nev. My a I was juſt thinking of my poor 
Grandmother ; ſlic dyed juſt this very Day _ 

ears.” 


[Miſs takes a Bit, and burns ber Mouth. 1 | 
Nev. And pray, Miſs, why do you cry too : 


Miſs. Becauſe you were not hanged the 20 


your Grandmother dyed. 
Lord Sm. Id have ren my Pounds , Mis, 
to have ſaid that. 
Col. Pgad, 1 think, the more I eat, the hungryer 
am. 
Tord Sp. Why, Colonel, they fay, one Shoul- 
der of Mutton drives down another. 
Nev. Pgad, if I were to faſt for my Life, I 
would take a good Breakfaft in the Morning, a 


ght. 

— Sp. My Lord, this Veniſon is plaguily 
pepper'd. Tour Cook has a heavy Hand, 

| Lord Sm. My Lord, I hope you are Peppet 


0 


| Proof. Come, here's a Health to the Founders. 


Lady Sm. Ay, and to the Confounders too. 


Tad Sm. Lady Sparkiſo, does not your Lady- 
ſhip love Veniſon? 
Lady 


Nil Dinner at Noon, and a good Supper at 


— 8969 — 2 — — cans, 
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Lady Sp. No, my Lord, I can't endure it in 
my Sight ; therefore pleaſe to ſend me a good Piece 
of Meat and Cruft. 

Lord Sp. [ Drinks to Neverout. } Come, 7 om, 
not always to my Friends, but once to you. 

Nev. [Drinks to Lady Smart.] Come, Madam, 
here's a Health to our Friends, and hang the reſt 
of our Kin. 


Lady Sm. [To Lady Anfwerall ] Madam, will 
your Ladyſhip have = of this Hare ? | 

Lady Anfyv. No, Madam ; they ſay tis melan- 
choly Meat. 

Lady Sm. Then, Madam, ſhall I ſend you the 
Brains: I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon, for they 
ſay, *tis not good Manners to offer Brains. 

Lady Anſto. No, Madam, for perhaps it * 
make me Hare - brain'd. 

Nev. Miſs, I muſt tell you one Thing. 

Miß. | With a Glaſs in ber Hand.] Hold your 
Tongue, Mr. Neverout ; don't ſpeak in my Tip. 

Col. Well, he was an ingenious Man 2 firſt 
found out eating and drinking. 

Lord Sp. Of all Vittels, Drink digeſts the 
quickeſt. Give me a Glaſs af Wine, 

Nev. My Lord, your Wine is too ſtrong, 

Lord Sm. Ay, Tim, as much as you gre too 
A This Almond Pudden was pure good; 
but it is grown quite cold. p 

Nev. Sa much the better Mis; ; cold Pudden 
will ſettle your Love. 

Miſs. Pray, Mr. Neverout, are you going to 
take a Voyage? 
| Nev. Why, do you aſk, Miſs? 
$56. * you have * in Þ much Hed. 
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Sir Jobn. You two have eat up the whole Pud- 
den betwixt you. | 

Miſs. Sir Fobn, here's a little Bit left, will you 
pleaſe to have it? 4 
Sir Jobn. No, thankee, I don't love to make a 
Fool of my Mouth. WT 

Col. [Calling to the Butler, ] Fobn, is your Small- 
Beer good ? £ 
Buller. An pleaſe your Honour, my Lord and 
Lady tike it; I think it is good. 

Col. Why then, John, d' ye ſee, if you are ſure 
your Small-Beer is good, d'ye mark? Then give 

me a Glaſs of Wine, [All laugh.] © 
| Lady Sm. Sir Fohn, how does your Neighbour 
Gatherall of the Park ? I hear he has lately madg 
a Purchaſe, 1 1 8 

Sir Fobn. Oh; Dick Gatherall knows how tg 
butter his Bread, as well as any Man in Derbyſbire. 

Lady Sm. Why he uſed to go very fine, when 
he was here in Town. I 

Sir Fobn. Ay, and it became him, as a Saddle 
becomes a Sow. TY 5 

Cal. I knew his Lady; and, F think, ſhe's a 
very good Woman. 

Sir Fobn, Faith, ſhe has more Goodneſs in her 
little Finger, than he has in his whole Body. 


Colonel taſting the Wine. 


Lord Sm. Well, Colonel, how do you like that 
Wine ? | 


Col. This Wine ſhould be eaten; *tis too goo 
to be drank. | 


* 


Lord Sm. Pm very glad you like it; and, pray 
_ don't ſpare it, Jo” 

Col. No, my Lord; Ell never ſtarve in A 
| Cook's Shop. I MAY . | 
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Lady Sm. And, pray Sir Jobn, what do you ar 

to my Wine? 

Sir Jobn. I'll take another Glaſs firſt : Second 
FE 'houghts are beſt. 

Lord Sp. Pray, Lady Smart, you ſit near that 
Ham, will you pleaſe to ſend me a Bit? 

Lady Sm. With all my Heart. [She ſends bim 
a Piece.) Pray, my Lord, how do you like it? 

Lord Sp. I think it is a Limb of Lot's Wife. 
[He eats it with Muſtard. } I'gad, my Lord, your 
Muſtard is very uncivil. 

Lady Sm. Why uncivil, my Lord ? 

Lord Sp. Becauſe, it takes me by the Noſe, I' gad. 

Lady Sm, Mr. Neverout, I find you are a very 
good Carver. 

Col. Oh Madam, that's no Wonder ; for you 
muſt know, Tom Neverout carves a-Sundays. 


[Mr. Neverout overturns the Salicellar. ] 


Lady Sm. Mr. Neverout, you have overturn*d 
the Salt; and that's a Sign of Anger. Pm afraid 
Miſs and you will fall our. 

Lady Anſw, No, no; throw a little of it into 
the Fire. and all will be well. 

| Nev, O Madam, the falling out of Lovers, 
you know- 

Miſs. Lovers! very fine! fall out with him! 1 

wonder when we were in. 
Sir John, For my Part, I believe the young 
Gentlewoman is his Sweet-Heart; there's ſuch 
fooling and fidling betwixt them. I am fure, _y 
ſay in our Country, that ſhiddle come ſh 
the Beginning of Love, 

- Miſs. Nay, I love Mr. Neverout, as the Devil 
loves holy Water. I love him like Pye, I'd rather 
the Devil wou 0 have him chan . 
. Miſs. 
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8.770 Come, here's ye to ſtop your Mouth. 

Nev. I'd rather you would ſtop it with a Kiſs. 

Miſs. A Kiſs! marry come up my dirty Couzin: 
Are you no ſicker? Lord! I wonder what F ool it 
was, that firſt invented kiſſing ? % 

| Nev. Well, Pm very dry. 

Miſs. Then you are the better to burn, and the 
worſe to fry. 

Lady Anſw. God bleſs you, Colonel, „ you have 
a good Stroak with you. 

Col. O Madam, formerly I could eat all, but 
now leave nothing; I eat but one Meal a-Day. 

Miſs. What? I ſuppoſe, Colonel, that's from 
Morning till Night. 

Nev. Faith, Miſs, and well was his Want. 

Lord Sm. Pray, Lady Ane, taſte this Bit of 
Veniſon. 

Lady Anfw. 1 hope, your Lordſhip, will ſet me 
a good Example. 

Lord Sm, Here's a Glaſs of Cyder fill'd. Miss, 
you muſt drink it. 

Miſs. Indeed, my Lord, I can't. 
Nev, Come Miſs; better Belly burſt than good 
Liquor be loſt. 
Miß. Piſh, well, in Life there was never any 
Thing ſo teazing 3 I had rather ſhed it in my Shoes: 
I wiſh it were in your Guts, for my Share. 

Lord Sm. Mr. Neverout, you ha'n't taſted my 
Cyder yet. | 

Nev. No, my Lord, I have been juſt eating 
Soupe; and they ſay, if one drinks in one's Por- 
ridge, one will cough in one's Grave. 
Lord Sm. Come, take Miſs's Glaſs, ſhe will't 
it was in your Guts; let her have her Wiſh for 
once; Ladies can't abide to have their Lnclinations | 


croſs . 
Lady 
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Lady Sm. [To Sir John.] I think, Sir John, 
you have not taſted the Veniſon yet. 

Sir Joby. I ſeldom eat it, Madam: However, 
pleaſe to fend me a little of the Cruſt. 

Lord Sp. Why, Sir Jobn, you had as good eat 
the Devil, as the Broth he's boyPd in. 

Nev. I have dined as well as my Lord-Mayor. 

Mi/5, I thought I could have eaten this Wing of 
a Chicken; but, I find, my Eye's bigger t than my 
Belly. 


Lord Sm. Indeed, Lady Anfwerall, you have 
eaten nothing, 
Lady Anfeo. Pray, my Lord, ſee all the Bones 


on my | Plae. They a Carpenter s known by 
his Chips. 


Nev. Miſs, will you reach me that Gleſs of 
Jelly? 


Miſs. [Giving it to him.] You ſee, *tis but aſk 
and have. 


Nev. Miſs, I would have a bigger Glaſs, 

Miſs. What, you don't know your own Mind; 
you are neither well full nor faſting. I think that 
is enough. 


Nev. Ay, one of the enough's: I am ſure it is 
little enough. 


Miſs. Yes, but you know fweet Fhings are bad 
for the Teeth. | 


Nev, [ To Lady Anſwerall.] Madam, I don't 
like this Part of the Veal you ſent me. 
Lady Anſww. Well, Mr. Neverout, I find you 


are a true Englifs-Man, you never know. when you 
are well. 


— 34 Well, 1 have made my y whole Dinner of 
e | 


Lady Anf. Why, Colonel, a Belly full is © Belly 
full, 1 it * of Wheat Stra w. * 
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Col. Well, after all, Kitchen Phyfick is the belt 
Phyſick. 


_— Sm. And the beſt Doctors in the World, 
are Doctor Diet, Doctor Quiet, and Doctor Mer- 
7yman. 


Lord $p, What do you think of a little Houſe 
well filled? | 


Sir Fobn, And a little Land well till d! 
Col. Ay, and a little Wife well wilPd ? 


Nev. My Lady Smart, pray help me to ſome 
of the Breaſt of that Gooſe. 


Lord Sm. Tom, I have heard, that Gooſe upon 
Gooſe is falſe Heraldry, 


Miß. What! will you never have done ſtuffing? 
Lord Sm. This Gooſe is quite raw. Well; 
God ſends Meat, but the Devil ſends Cooks, 


Neu. Miſs, can you tell which is the white 
Gooſe, or the grey Gooſe the Gander ? 


Miſs. They ſay, a Fool will aſk more Queſtions, 
than twenty wiſe Men can anſwer, 


Col. Indeed, Miſs, Tom Neverout has poſed 
you. , 
Miſs. Why, Colonel, every Dog has kin Day. 


But, I believe, I ſhall never ſee a Gooſe again, 
without thinking on Mr. Neverons. 


Lord Sm. Well faid Miſs ; Pfaith Girl, thou 
haſt brought thy ſelf off cleverly. Tom, what tay 
you to that? 

Col. Faith, Tom is nonpluſt; he looks il 
down in the Mouth. 7 1 


Miß. Why, my Lord, you ſee he's the provok- 
ingeſt Creature in Life: I believe, there is not ſuch 
another in the varſal World, 


Lady Anfiv. Oh Miſs, the World's a wide. Place. 
Nev, Well, Miſs, I'll give you Leave to call me 


Terd 


ny Thing, 10 you don? t call me Spade, 
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Lord Sm, Well, but after all, Tom, can you tell 
me what's Latin for a Gooſe ? | on 
Nev. O my Lord, I know that; Why, Brandy 
- Latin for a Gooſe ; and Tace is Latin for a Cau- 
hy a ry Bo ah 
Mzſ5. Is that Manners, to ſhew your Larning 
before Ladies? Methinks you are grown very 
briſk of a ſudden. I think, the Man's glad he's alive. 
Sir Fobn. The Devil take your Wit, if this be 
Wit; for it ſpoils Company. Pray, Mr. Butler, 
bring me a Dram after my Gooſe ; tis very good 
for the Wholeſoms. 8 - 
Lord Sm. Come, bring me the Loaf; I ſome- 
times love to cut my own Bread. | 


Miſs. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, you lay longeſt a 


Bed to- Day. 


Lord Sm. Miſs, if I had ſaid fo, I ſhould have 
told a Fib: I warrant you lay a Bed *till the Cows 


came home. But, Miſs, ſhall I cut you a little 
Cruſt, now my Hand is in ? | | 


— If you pleaſe, my Lord; a Bit of under 
| 44 [Whiſpering Miſ5.] I find you love to lie 
un er. 5 | | | 5 | 

Miſs. | Aloud; puſhing him from her.] What does 


the Man mean? Sir, I don't underſtand you at all. 


Nev. Come, all Quarrels laid aſide: Here, Miſs, 


may you live a thouſand Years. [ He drinks io her.] 


Miſs. Pray Sir, don't ſtint me. 


Lord Sm. Sir Jobn, will you taſte my October? 
I think it is very good; but, I believe, not equal 


to yours in Derbyſhire. 


Sir Fobn. My Lord, I beg your Pardon; but, 
they ſay, the Devil made Aſers. 

Lord Sm. [To the Butler.) Here, bring up the 
great Tankard full of October, for Sir Jahn. 


Col. 
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Col. [Drinking to Miſs.) Miſs, your Health; 
may you live all the Days of your Life. 

Lady Anſ. Well, Miſs, you'll certainly be ſoon 
marryed : Here's two Bachelors drinking to you at 
ONCE. 

Lady Sm. Indeed, Miſs, I believe you were 
wrapt in your Mother's Smock, you are ſo well be- 
loved. 


Miſs. Where my Knife, ſure J han't eaten it? 
O, here it is. 

'Sir Fobn. No, Miſs, but your Maidenhead hangs 
in your Light, 

f Mi 36. Pray, Sir Fobn, is that a Derbyſpire Com- 
N Here, Mr. Neverout, will you take this 
iece of Rabbit, that you bid me carve for you? 

Nev. I don't know. 

Mis. Why, why, take it, or let it alone. 

Nev. I will. 

Miſs. What will you ? 

Nev. Why, take it, or let it alone. 
| Mi. Well, you're a provoking Creature. 

Sir Fobn, [T; alking with a Glaſs of Wine in bis 
Hand.] I remember a Farmer in our Country. 

Lord Sm. [ Interrupting him.] Pray, Sir Jobn, 
did you ever hear of Parſon Palmer ? | 
Sir Fohn. No, my Lord; what of him? 

4 Sm. Why, he uſed to preach over his Li- 


F Joby, I beg your Pardon. Here $ your 
Lordſhip? s Health; Vd drink it up. if it were a 
Mile to the Bottom. 


Lady Sm. Mr. Neverout, have you been at the 
new Play ? 4 
Nev. Ves, Madam, I went the firſt Ig. 
Lady Sm. Well, and how did it take ? 
New, Why, Madam, the Poet is damn d. 
* 912 


72 Pol ITE CowvERSAT ION. 7 

Sir John. God forgive you; that's very unchari- 
table; you ought not to judge ſo raſhly of any 
r | | 

Nev. [Whiſpers Lady Smart.) Was ever ſuch a 
Dunce? How well he knows the Town! ſee how 
he ſtares like a ſtuck Pig! Well, but Sir Fob, 
are you acquainted with any of our fine Ladies yet? 
Any of our famous Toaſts ? 

Sir John. No, damn your Fireſhips ; I have a 
Wife of my own. 55 

Lady Sm. Pray, my Lady Anſwerall, how do 
you like theſe preſerved Oranges? 

Lady Anſ. Indeed, Madam, the only Fault I 
find, is, that they are too good. = 

Lady Sm. O, Madam, I have heard 'em fay, 
that too good, is ſtark nought. 


[4 drinking Part of a Glaſs of Mine. 


Nev. Pray, let me drink your Snuff, 
Miß. No, indeed, you ſhan't drink after me; 
for you'll know my Thoughts. 

Nev. I know them already; you are thinking 
bf a good Huſband. Beſides, I can tell your 
Meaning, by your Mumping. | 

Lady Sm. Pray, my Lord, did not you order 
the Butler to bring up a Tankard of our October to 
Sir John? I believe, they ſtay to brew it. 


[The Butler brings the Tankard to Sir John.] 
Sir Jobn. Won't your Lordſhip pleaſe to drink 
firſt ? 


Lord Sm. No, Sir FJobn, tis in a very good 
Hand : I'll pledge you. 


Col, [To Lord Smart.] My Lord, I love Ofober 
28 
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zs well as Sir John; and I hope, you won't make 
| Fiſh of one, and Fleſh of another. 
Lord Sm. Colonel, you're heartily welcome: 
Come, Sir Jobn, take it by Word of Mouth, and 

then give it the Colonel. 


[Sir John drinks. 


Lord Sm. Well, Sir Fobn, how do you like it? 

Sir Jobn. Not as well as my own in Derbyſhire. 
*Tis plaguy ſmall. 3 

Lady Sm. I never taſte Malt Liquor; but they 
ſay, tis well Hopp'd,. : 

Sir Jobn. Hopp'd! Why, if it had hopp'd a 
little further, it would have hopp'd into the River. 
O, my Lord; my Ale is Meat, Drink, and 
Cloth. It will make a Cat ſpeak, and a wiſe Man 
dumb. : 

Lady Sm. I was told, ours was very ſtrong. 

Sir Fobn. Ay, Madam, ſtrong of the Water: 
I believe, the Brewer forgot the Malt, or the Ri- 
ver was too near him. Faith, it is meer Whip- 

belly-vengeance : He that drinks moſt, has the 
worſt Share. 0s; 
Col. I believe, Sir Jobn, Ale is as plenty as 
Water, at your Houſe. of 

Sir John. Why, Faith, at Chriſtmas we have 
many Comers and Goers; and they muſt not be 
ſent away without a Cup of good Chriſtmas Ale, 
for fear they ſhould p--ſs behind the Door. 
T.aady Sm. I hear, Sir John has the niceſt Garden 
in England; they ſay, *tis kept ſo clean, that you 

can't find a Place where to ſpit. 

Sir John, O, Madam, you are pleaſed to ſay ſo. 

Lady Sm. But, Sir Fohn, your Ale is terrible 
ſtrong and heady in Derbyſhire ; and will ſoon make 
one drunk and ſick, what do you then? 

| Sir 


0 
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Sir Jobs. Why, indeed, it is apt to F ox one; 
but our Way is, to take a Hair of the ſame Dog 
next Morning. I take a new laid Egg for Break- 


faſt; and Faith, one ſhould drink as much after an 


Egg, as after an Ox. 
Lord Sm. Tom Neverout, will you taſte a Glaſs 


of the October? 


' Nev. No, Faith, my Lord, I like your Wine; 


and I won't put a Chur! upon a Gentleman: Tour 


Honour's Claret is good enough for me. 
Lady Sm. What? is this Pigeon left for Man- 


ners? Colonel, ſhall I ſend you the Legs and 


Rump ? 
Col. Madam, I could not eat a Bit more, e the 
Houſe was full. 
Lord Sm. [Carving a Partrid ge.] Well, one 
may ride to Rumford upon this Knife, it is ſo blunt. 
Lady Anſw. My Lord, I beg your Pardon; 


but they ſay, an * Workman never had good 


Tools. 


An Sm. Will your Lordſhip 1 a Wing of 
3 

Lord Sp. No, my Lord, I love che Wing of 
an Ox a great deal better. 
Lord Sm. 'm always cold after eating. | 
. 13 My Lord, = ſay, that's a Sign of long 

e 

Lord Sm. Ay, I believe I ſhall live till all my 
Friends are weary of me. | 

Col. Pray, does any Body here hate Cheeſe? I 
would be glad of a Bit. 

Lord Sm. An odd kind of Fellow dined with 


me tYother Day ; and when the Cheeſe came upon 
the Table, he pretended to faint. So, ſome Body 
ſaid, pray take away the Cheeſe : No, ſaid I, pray 


take 


I 
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take away the Fool: Said 1 well? [Here a long and 
loud Laugh.) 

Col. Faith, my Lord, you ſerved the Concomls 
right enough : And therefore, I wiſh we had a Bit 
of your Lordſhip's Oxfordſhire Cheeſe, - 

Lord $m. Come, hang ſaving, bring us a half- 
| Porth of Cheeſe. 

Lady Anſw. They ſay, Cheeſe digeſts every 
Thing but itſelf. | 


| [Pootman brings i in a great whole C 1 1 


Tord Sp. Ay, this would look handſome if any 
Body ſhould come in. 

Sir John. Well, Pm weily broſten, as they fayn 
in Lancaſhire. 

Lady Sm. Oh, Sir John, I wou'd I had ſome - 
thing to broſt you withal. 

Lord Sm. Come, they fay, * tis merry in Hall, 
when Beards wag all. 

Lady Sm. Miſs, ſhall I help you to ſome Cheeſe? 
Or, will you carve for your ſelf? 

Nev. III hold fifty Pound, Miſs wort cut the 
Chee,” - 

Miſs. Pray, why ſo, Mr. Adio: ? 

Nev. O, there is a Reaſon, and you know it 
well enough. 

Mit. I can't, for my Life, underſtand what the 


Gentleman means. 


Lord Sm. Pray, Tom, change the Diſcourks in 
troth you are too bad. 


* 
w 


[Colonel whiſpers Neverot.]. | 


- Col: Bmoale, Miſs, you have made her fret like 
Gum r. | | 
H | Ty Lady 
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Lady Sm. Well; but Miſs, (hold your Tongue, 
Mr. Neverout ) ſhall I cut you a Bit of Cheeſe ?. 
Miß. No really, Madam, I have dined this 
half Hour. 
Lady Sm. What? quick at Meat, os at 
work, they ſay. 


[ Sir John nods. 5 


Lord Sm. What, you ene fleepy Sir ohn. Do 
you ſleep after Dinner ? 
Sir John. Yes, Faith, I e take a Nap 
after my Pipe; for when the Belly's full, the Bones 
will be at reſt. | 

Lord Sm. Come, Colonel, help your ſelf, and 
your Friends will love you the better. 


. [To Lady Anſwerall.] 


Madam, your Ladyſhip eats nothing. 

Lady Anſw. Lord, Madam, I have fed like a 
Paris : I ſhall grow as fat as a Porpoiſe : I ſwear, 
my Jaws are weary with cha wing. 

Col. I have a Mind to eat a Piece of that Stur- 
geon, but fear it will make me ſick, 

Nev. A rare Soldier indeed; let it alone, and I 
warrant, it won't hurt you. 


Col. Well, but it would vex a N to ſee a 
Pudden creep. 


[Sir John riſes. 1 


Lord Sm. Sir Jobn, what are you doing! 5 
Sir Fobn, Swolks, I muſt be going, by'r Lady; 
I have earneſt Buſineſs ; I muſt do, as the Beggars 
do, go away when I have got enough. | 
Lord Sm. Well, but ſtay till this Bottle's out: 
You know, the Man was hanged that left his Li- 
quor 
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quor behind him; beſides, a Cup in the Pate, is a 
Mile in the Gate; and, a Spur in the Head, is 
worth two in the Heel. 


Sir Fobn. Come then, one Brimmer to all your 
Healths. 


[The Frotman gives him a Glaſs half full.) 


Pray, Friend, what was the reſt of this Glaſs made 


for? An Inch at the Top, Friend, is worth two at 
the Bottom. 


[He gets @ Brimmer, and drinks it off. 1 


Well; there's no Deceit in a Brimmer; and there's 
no falſe Latin in this, your Wine is excellent good, 
ſo I thank you for the next; for, I am ſure of 
this. Madam, has your Ladyſhip any Commands 
in Derby/bire ? I muſt go fifteen Miles To-Night: 
Lady Sm. None, Sir Jobn, but to take Care of 
yourſelf and my moſt humble Service to your 
y unknown; 


Sir Jobn. Well, Madam; I can but love and 
thank you. 

Lady Sm. Here, bring Water to waſh ; though 
really you have all eaten ſo little, that you have no 
Need to waſh your Mouths. 

Lord Sm. But prithee, Sir John, ſtay a while 
longer. 

Sir Joby, No, my Lord, I am to ſmoak a Pipe 
with a Friend, before I leave the Town. 

Col. Why, Sir Jobn, had not you better ſet out 
To-morrow ? 


Sir Jobn. Colonel, you forget, To-morrow is 
Sunday. 


Col. Now, I always love to begin a J unter 
on Sundays, becauſe I ſhall have the Prayers of the 
H 2 Church, 
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Church, to preſerve all that Travel by Land or by 
Water. * 

Sir Jobn. Well, Colonel, thou art a mad Fel- 
low to make a Prieſt of. 


Nev. Fye, Sir John, do you take Tobacco? 
How can you make a Chimney of your Mouth? 
Sir Jobn. [70 Neverout.] What? you don't 
ſmoak, I warrant you, but you ſmock. (Ladies, E 
beg your Pardon.) Colonel, do you never ſmoke? 
Col. No, Sir Jobn, but I take a Pipe ſome- 
times. c 

Sir John. I' Faith, one of your finical London 
Blades dined with me laſt Year in Derbyſhire : So, 
after Dinner, I took a Pipe: So, my Gentleman 
turn'd away his Head: So, ſaid I, what Sir, do 
you never ſmoak? So, he anſwered as you do, 
Colonel, no; but I ſometimes take a Pipe: So, he 
took a Pipe in his Hand, and fiddled with it, *till 
he broke it : So, faid I, pray, Sir, can you make 
a Pipe? So, he ſaid, no: So, ſaid I, why then, 
Sir, if you can't make a Pipe, you ſhould not 
break a Pipe. So, we all laught. 

Lord Sm, Well, but Sir John, they ſay, that 
the Corruption of Pipes, is the Generation of Stop- 
pers. | 

Sir John, Colonel, J hear you ga ſometimes to 
Derbyſhire, I wiſh you would come and foul a 
Plate with me. 4 

Col. I hope, you'll give me a Soldier's Bottle. 

. - Sir John. Come, and try. 

Sir John. Mr. Neverout, you are a Town-Wit, 
can you tell me what Kind of Herb is Tobacco ? 

Nev. Why, an Indian Herb, Sir Fob. 
8ir John. No, *tis a Pot-Herb; and ſo here's 

t'yc in a Pot of my Lord's Over, 

. ee Lady 
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Lady Sm. E hear, Sir Jobn, ſince you are mar- 


ried, you have forſworn the Town. 

Sir John. No, Madam, I never forſwore ny 
Thing but building of Churches. 

Lady Sm. Well, but Sit Fohn, when may we 
hope to ſee you again in London? 


Sir Fobn. Why, Madam, not 'till the Ducks 


have eat up the Dirt, as the Children ſay. 


_ Nev, Come, Sir Fobn, I foreſee it will rain ter- 
ribly, 


Lord Sm. Come, Sir Jobn, do nothing raſhly, 


let us drink firſt. 

Lord 8p. Nay, I know Sir John will go, though 
he was ſure it would rain Cats and Dogs. But, 
pray ſtay, Sir Jobn, you'll be Time enough to g9 
to Bed by Candle: light. 

Lord Sm. Why, Sir Jobn, if you muſt needs 


go, while you ſtay,” make good Uſe of your Time, 


Here's my Service to you. A Health to our 
Friends in Derbyſhire. - 
Sir John. Not a Drop more, 

Col. Why, Sir Jobn, you uſed to love a Glaſs 
ef good Wine in former Times. 

Sir Fohn. Why, ſo I do ſtill, Colonel; but a 
Man may love his Houſe very well, without riding 
on the Ridge; beſides, I muſt be with my Wits 


on T; day, or there will be the Devil and all to 


N. 
2 6% Well, if you go To- Day, I wiſh you ma 


be wet to the Skin, 
Sir Fobn. Ay, but they ſay, the ets, lady of the 
Wicked won't prevail. 


[Sir John takes his Leave, and goes away.] 
Lord Sm. Well, Miſs, how do you like Sir 


Fobn ? 


Miſs, 


— 


"x 
4 
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Mig, Why, I think, he's a little upon the Silly, 
or ſo; I believe he has not all the Wit in the 
World; but I don't pretend to be a Judge. 

Nev. Faith, I believe he was bred at Hogsnor- 
ton, where the Pigs play upon the Organs. 

Lord Sp. Why, Tom, I thought you and he had 
been Hand and Glove. 

Nev. Faith, he ſhall have a clean Threſhold for 
me, I never darkned his Door in my Life, neither 
in Town, nor Country ; but, he's a queer 


Duke, by my Conſcience z and yet, after all, 


take him to be more Knave than Fool. 

Lord Sm. Well; come, a Man's a Man, if he 
has but a Hoſe on his Head, 

Col. I was once with him, and ſome other Com- 
pany, over a Bottle; and Pgad, he fell aſleep, 
and ſnored ſo loud, that we thought he was driv- 
ing his Hogs to Market. 

Nev. Why, what? You can have no more of 
a Cat, than her Skin, You can't make a Silk 
Purſe out of a Sow's Far. 

Zerd Sp. Well, ſince he's gone, the Devil 90 
with him, and Sixpence; ; and there's Money and 
Company too. 

Nev. Pray, Miſs, let me aſk you a Queſtion ? 2 

Miſs, Well, but don't aſk Queſtions with a dirty 


2 Face. 1 warrant, what you have to ſay, will keep 


cold. 


_ Ce. Come, my Lord, againſt you are diſpoſed. 
ere's to all that love and honour you. 


Lord Sp. Ay, that was always Dick NMimble's 


Health, I'm fure you know, he is dead. 


Col. Dead! Well, my Lord, you love to be a 
Meſſenger of ill News, I'm heartily farry z but, 
my Lord, we muſt all OY wi 


Nev 
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Nev; I knew him very well; but pray, how 
caine he to dye? 

Miß. There's a Queſtion! You talk like a Potiz 
cary. Why, he dyed, becauſe he could live no 
longer. 1 8 | | 

Nev. Well; reſt his Soul; we muſt live by the 
Living, and not by the Dea 

Lord Sp. You know his Houſe was burnt down 
to the Ground. 

Col. Yes, it was in the News, Why; Fire 
and Water are good Servants, but they are very bad 
Maſters. 

Lerd Sm. Here, take aways: and ſet down a 
Rottle of Burgundy. Ladies, you'll ſtay and drink 
a Glaſs of Wine beſore you go to your Tea. 


Als taken away, and the Wine ſet dorvn. 1 
Miß gives Neverout a fmart Pinch. ] 


Nev. Lord, Miſs, what d'ye mean ? Dye 
think I have no feeling? 
Miſs. Pm forced to pinch, for the Times are 
hin 
Nev. [Giving Miſs a Pinch.} Take that, Miſs > 
What's Sawce for a Gooſe, 1s Sawce for a Gander, 
Miſs. (ſcreaming. } Well, Mr. Neverout, if 1 
hve, that ſhall neither go to Heaven nor Hell with, 
. 
! Nev. [takes Miſs*s Hand.] Come: Miſs, let us 
lay all Quarrels aſide, and be Friends. a 
Miß. Don't be mauming and gauming 2 Body 
* Can't you keep your filthy Hands to your 
If 2: 
Nev. Pray, Miſs, where did you get that Picks 
Tooth Caſe ? 
Ui I came honeſtiy by i it, 


0 
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Nev. I'm fare it was mine, for I loſt Juſt ſuch a 
one. Nay, I don't tell you a Lye. 

Miſs. No, if you Lye, tis much. 

Nev. Well, I'm ſure 'tis mine. 

Miſs. What, you think every Thing is yours; 
but a little the King has. 

Nev, Colonel, you have ſeen my fine Pick- 
Tooth Caſe: Bon- t you think this is the very 


ſame? 


Col, Indeed, Miſs, it is very like it. 

Miß. Ay, what he ſays, you'll ſwear. 

Nev, Well; but PII prove it to be mine. 

Miſs. Ay, do if you can. 

Nev, Why; what's yours is mine, and what's 


mine is my own. 


Miſs. Well, run an *tjll you're weary, no Body 
holds you. 


{ Neverout SI 


Col. What, Mr. Neverout, do you gape for 
Preferment ? 

Nev. Faith, I may gape long enough before it 
falls into my Mouth. 

Lady Sm, Mr. Neverout, I hear you live high, 

Nev. Yes, Faith, Madam, live high, and lodge 


in a Garret, 


Col. But, Miſs, I forgot to tell you, that Mr. 


Neverout got the deviliſheſt Fall in the Park To- 


ay. 
Miſs. I hope he did not hurt the Ground, But, 


:how was it Mr, Neverout ? I wiſh I had been there 
to laugh, 


Nev, Why, Madam, it was a Place where a 


| Cuckold had been bury'd, and one of his Horns 


ſticking out, I happened ro ſtumble againſt it. 
That was all. 
Lady 


— 


PoL ITE CoxvERSAT ION. 83 


Lady Sm. Ladies, let us leave the Gentlemen to 
chan: I think it is Time to go to our Tea. 

Lady Ane. and Miß. My Lords, and Sch | 
men, your moſt humble Servant. _ 

Lord Sm. Well, Ladies, w ell wait on you an 
Hour hence. 


[The Gentlemen alone.] 


Lord Sm. Come, FJobn, bring us a freſh Bottle. 
Col. Ay, my Lord; and pray let him carry off 
the dead Men, (as we lay i in the Army.) [Mean- 
ing the empty Bottles. | 
: AP Sp, Mr. Neverout, pray is not that Bottle 
all ? 
Nev. Yes, my Lord, full of Emptineſs. 
Lord Sm. And, d' ye hear, Jobn, bring clean 
Glaſſes. 
Col. I'll keep mine, for I think the Wine is the 
beſt Liquor to waſh the Glaſſes in. 


Third 


' 
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Third CON VERSATION. 
{The Ladies at their Tea.] 


Lady Smart. FELL, Ladies, now let 
Mus have a Cup of Dit- 
A courſe to our ſelves. 

Lady Anſw. What 
do you think of your 

Friend Sir Jobn Spendall? 

Lady Sm. Why, Madam, *tis happy for him 
that his Father was born before him. | 
Miſs. They ſay, he makes a very ill Hufband 
to my Lady. 
Lady Anſ. Well, but he muſt be allowed to be 
the fondeſt Father in the World. 

Lady Sm. Ay, Madam, that's true; for they 
ſay, Fl Devil is kind to his own. 
Miſs. 1 am told, my Lady manages him to Ad- 

miration. 

Lady Sm. That 1 believe, for ſhe's as cunning 
as a dead Pig ; but not half fo honeſt. 

Fady Anſtw. They lay, the's quite a Stranger to 
all his Gallantries. 


Lady 
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Lady Sm. Not at all; but vou know, there's 
none ſo blind, as they that won't ſee. 

Miß. Oh, Madam, I am told, fhe watches hum 
as a Cat would watch a Mouſe. 

Lady Anſiv. Well, if ſhe ben*t foully bely'dy 
the pays him in his own Coyn. 

. Lady Sin. Madam, 1 fancy 1 know your 
Thoughts, as well, as if I were within yon. 
Lady Anſw. Madam, I was Yother Day in Com- 

pany wth Mrs. Clatter ; I find ſhe gives her {elf 

Airs of _ acquainted with your Ladyfhip. 
Miſs. O, the hideous Creature! Did you ob- 

ſerve her Nails. They were long enough to ſcratch 

her Granum out of her Grave. 

Lady Sm. Well, ſhe and Tom Goſling were bang. 
ing Compliments backwards and forwards. It 
| lookd like two Aſſes ſcrubbing one another. 

Mi. Ay, claw me, and Pll claw thee: But, 
pray Madam, who were the Company ? 

Lady Sm. Why; there was all the World, and 
his Wife. There was Mrs. Clatter, Lady Singular, 
the Counteſs of Talkham, (I ſhould have named her 
firſt) Tom Goſin, and ſome others, whom I 5 
forg "" 

" Fe Arnfw. I think the Counteſs is very gckly. 

Lady Sm. Yes, Madam, ſhe'll never ſcratch a, 
grey Head, I promiſe her. 

Miſs. And pray, what was your Converſation 2 

Lady Sm. Why, Mrs. Clatter had all the Talk 
to her ſelf, and was perpetually complaining of her 
Misfortunes, 

Lady Anſw. She brought her Huſband ten thou- 

ſand Pounds; ſhe has a Town-Houſe, and Coun- 

try-Houſe ; would the Woman _— her 
wg with Points? _ 
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Lady Sm. She would fain be at the Top of the 
Hoc before the Stairs are built. 

. Well, Compariſons are odious ; but ſhe's 
as like her Huſband, as if ſhe were ſpit out of his 
Mouth; as like as one Egg is to another. Pray, 
how was ſhe dreſt? | 

Lady Sm. Why, ſhe was as fine as F; ive-pence; 
but truly, I thought there was more Coſt than Wor- 
ſhip. 

Lady Anſ. I dotvt know her Huſband pray 
what is he? 

Lady Sm. Why, he's a Concealer of the Law; 
you muſt know, he came to us as drunk as David's 
Sow. 

Miß. What kind of Creanare. is he? | 
Lady Sm. You muſt know the Man and his 
Wife are coupled like Rabits; a Fat and a Lean. 
He's as fat as a Porpoiſe, and ſhe's one of Pha- 
7aoh's lean Kine. The Ladies, and Tom Goſln, 


were propoling a Party at Quadrille, but he refuſed 


to make one; damn your Cards, ſaid he, they are 


the Devil's Books. 

Lady Anſ. A dull, unmannerly Brute Well, 
God ſend him more Wit, and me more Money. 

Miſs. Lord, Madam, I would not keep fuck 
Company for the World. 

Lady Sm. O, Miſs, tis nothing when you are 
uſed to it. Beſides, you know for Want of Com- 

any, welcome Trumpery. 

Miß. Did your Ladyſhip play? 

Lady Sm. Yes, and won; ſo I came off with 
F lers s Fare, Meat, Drink, and Money. 

Tady Anſ. Ay, what ſays Pluck? 

M. 54 Well, my Elbow * I hall change 
my Bed-fellow, 

Lab 


k 


* 
wn 
- 
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Lach Sm. And my Left. Hand itches, 1 ſhall 
re ceive Money. 
Lady Af. And my Right-Eye itches, I hall | 
cr 
New: Mifs, Ih ear your Friend, Mrs. Giddy, hes 


diſcarded Dick Shuttle ; * bas ſne got — 
Lover? 


Mi. IT hear of 1 none, 

Nev. Why, the Fellow's rich, and I think ſhe 
was a Fool, to throw out her dirty Water, before 
ſhe got dean. | 

Lady Sm. Miſs, that's a very handſome Gown 
of yours, and finely made, very genteel. — 

Miß. Pm glad your Ladyſhip likes it. 

Lady Anſ. Your Lover will 0 in r it 
4 — you admirably. 

Mi. Ay, I aſſure you, I won't take it as 1 
have done, if this won't ferch him, the Devil fetch 
him, ſay I. 

* Sm. [To I. ady Anſell ] Pray, Madam, 

n did you ſee Sir "Peter Muckworm ? 


Lady Anſ. Not this F ortnight: I hear, he 0 1 
up with the Gut. 


Lady Sm. What does he do for it ? 3 

Lady Anſ. Why, I hear he's weary of doctoring 
it, and now makes Ule of nothing but Patience, 
and Flannel. 

Mis. Pray, how * he and my Lady agree? 

Lady Anſ. You know he loves her.. 
Mi. They ſay, ſne plays deep with I 
* that cheat her of her Money. 

Lady Anſ. Upon my. Word, they mult riſe ear- 
ly that. would cheat her of her Money. Sharp's 
the Word vith her: Diamonds cut Diamonds. 

Mi. Well, but I was * from a good 

Dn” * 


— 
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Hand, that ſhe loſt at one Sitting, to the Tune of 
a hundred Guineas, make Money of that, 

Lady Sm. Well, but do you hear, that mn 
Plump is brought to Bed at Jaſt ? | 

Miß. And pray, what has God ſent her? 
Lady Sm. Why, gueſs if you can. 

Mi 94 A Boy, I ſuppoſe. 

Lady Sm. No, you are out, gueſs TI 
| 4455 A Girl then. 

Lady Sm, You have hit it; I believe ow are a 
Witch. 

Miſs. O, Madam, the Gentlemen fay, all fine 
Ladies are Witches; but I pre tend to no ſuch 
2 

Lady Anſ. Well, ſhe had good Luck t to draw 
2 om Plump into Wedlock; ſhe ſes with her 
upwards. N 

Miß. Fye, Madam, what do you mean? 

Lady Sm. O, Miſs, tis nothing what we ſay 
among ourſelves. 

Miſs. Ay, Madam, 15 they fay, Hedges have 
Eyes, and Walls have Ears. | 

Lady Anſ. Well, Miſs, I can't help it; you 


know I am old Teil-truth, 4 love to call a Spade, 
a Spade. | 


[Lady Smart ales the Tea- Tongs for a Spoon.) 


Lady Sm. What, Ithink my Wits are a Wooll- 
gathering To-Day. © 

- Miſs. Why, Madam, there was but a Right; 
and a Wrong. 

| Lady Sm. Mifs, I hear that you and Lady 
Couplers, are as great as Cup, and Can. 


Lady Anſ. Ay, as great as the Devil, and the 
Earl of Kent, © = 
Lady 
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Lady Sm. Nay, I am told you meet together 
1 as much Love, as there is between the old 
Cow and the Hay- Stack. 
Miſs. I own, I love her very well; but there's 
Difference betwixt ſtaring and ſtark mad. 
Lady Sm. They ſay, ſhe begins to grow fat. 
Mifs. Fat, ay, fat as a Hen in the Forehead. 
Lady 8 m. Indeed, Lady Anſiverull, (pray for- 
ink your Ladyſhip looks a little 
ben I ſaw you laſt. 
Indesd, Madam, I think not; but 2 
y of Job's Comforters. 
Lady Anſ. Well, no Matter how I look; I 


am bought and ſold. But really, Miſs, you are 


P very obliging, that I wiſh I were a handſome 
poung Lord for your Sake, 
4 Miß. O, Madam, your Love's a Million. 
Lady Sm. [To Lady Anſwerall.] Madam, will 
your Ladyſhip let me wait on you to the Ae To- 
morrow. 

Lady Anſ. Madam, it becomes me to wait on 
your Ladyſhip. 
f Miſs. What, then Pm turn*d out for a ; Wrang: 
er. 


[The G come in 27 the Thin, to drink 
Wh 


Miß. Mr. Neverout, we wanted you fadly $ 
* are always out of the Way, when you ſhould 
hang'd. | 
oe You wanted me? Pray, Mis, how do 
you look, when you lye? _ 
Mi. Better than you when you cry, Manners 
indeed. I find, you mend like ſower Ale in Sum- 


mer. 
New, 
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Nev. I beg your Pardon, Miſs; I only ents 
when you lye alone. 

Miſs. That's well turn'd ; one Turn more would 
have turn'd you down Stairs, 

Nev. Miſs, come be kind for * and order 
me a Diſh of Coffee. 

Miſs. Pray, go your ſelf; let us wear out the 
oldeſt firft. Beſides, I can't go, for I have a Bone 
in my Leg. 4 

Col. They ſay, a Wagnan nee but 
on her Apron Strings to find an E 

Nev. Why, Miſs, you are gro 
Dog would not live with you. 


Miſs. Mr. Neverout, no Offence I hope 3 but, E208 


truly, I think, in a little Time, you intend to ma 


the Colonel as bad as your ſelf and that's as bad a8 EX 


bad can be. 

Nev. My Lord ; don't you think Miſs improves 
wonderfully of late! Why, Miſs, if I ſpoil the 
Colonel, I hope you will uſe him as you do me; 
for you know, love me, love my Dog. 

Col. How's that, Tom? ſay that again. Why, 
if I am a Dog, ſhake Hands Brother. 


[ Here a great, loud and long Laugh. ] 
74) Sm. But, pray Gentlemen, why always ſo 


| ſevere upon poor Miſs. On my Conſcience, Colo- 


nel, and 7 han. one of you two are both 
Knaves. 

Col. My Lady Auſwerall, I intend ta do my ſelf 
the Honour of dining with your Ladyſhip To- 
morrow. 

Lady. Anſ. Ay, Colonel, 4 if you can. 

Miß. Fm lure you'll be glad to be welcome. a 

; | Col. 


A 
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Col. Miſs, I thank you; and to reward you, 
III come and drink Tea with you in the Morning. 
Mis. Colonel, there” s two Words to that Bar-' 


gain. 


fine Watch; well may you wear it. 
ady Sm. It is none of mine, Colonel. 

Col. Pray, whoſe is it then? N 

Lady Sm. Why, tis my Lord's; for, they ſay, 
a marry'd Woman has nothing of her own, but 
her Wedding-Ring, and her Hair-Lace. But if 
Women had been the Law-Makers, it would have. 
been better. 

Col. This Watch ſeems to be quite new. 


Lady Sm. No, Sir, it has been twenty Years in 


my Lord's Family, but Quare lately put a new 
Caſe and Dial-Plate to it. 

Nev. Why, that's for all the World like the 
Man, who ſwore he kept the ſame Knife for forty 


Years, only he fometimes changed the Haft, and 


ſometimes the Blade. 
Lord Sm. Well, Tom, to give the Devil his due, 
thou art a right Woman's Man. 

Col. Od ſo, I have broke the Hinge of my 
Snuff- Box, Pm undone, beſide the Loſs. 
Miß. A-lack-a-Day, Colonel, I vow I had ra- 
ther have found forty hillings 

Nev. Why, Colonel ; all 3 ſay, to comfort 
8 is, that you muſt mend it with a new one. 


[Miſs laughs.) 


Col. What, Miſs, .you can't laugh, but you 
muſt ſhew your Teeth. 

Miß. Pm ſure, you ſhew your Teeth, when 
vou can't bite, Well, thus it muſt be, if we {ell 


Ale, 
* . I | — "New, 


* 


- 


Col. [To Lady Smart] Your Ladyſhip has a 


| 
l 
i 
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Nev. Miſs, you ſmell very ſweet: I hope, you 

dorꝰt carry Periumes, 
Miſs. Perfumes ! No, Sir, I'd have you to 

kngy, it is nothing but the Grain of my Skin. 

Lord Sp. So, Ladies, and Gentlemen, methinks 
you are very witty upon one another: Come, box 
it about, *rwill come to my Father at laſt, 

Col. Why, my Lord, you ſee Miſs has no 


Mercy, I wiſh ſhe were marry'd ; but I doubt, 


the grey Marc would prove the better Horſe. 
Miſs. Well, God - orgive you for that Wiſh. 
Lord Sp. Never fear him, Miſs. 
Lerd Sm. What have you to ſay to that, Colonel? 


Nev. O, my Lord, my Friend, the Colonel, 
ſcorns to ſet his Wit againſt a Child, 


Miſs. Scornful Dogs will eat dirty Puddens. 
Col. Well, Mis, chey ſay, a Woman's Tongue 


is the laſt Thing about her that dyes; Therefore, 
let's kiſs and Friends. 


Miſs. Hands off. | 

Lord Sp. Faith, Colonel, you are in for Ale, 
and 2 4 But, after all, Miſs, you are too ſe- 
vere ; you would not meddle with your Match? 

Miſs. All they can ſay, goes in at one Ear, and 


out at bother for me, I can aſſure you; only, I 


wiſh they would be quiet, and let me drink my 


Tea. 


Nev. What, I warrant you think all is loſt that 
goes beſide your own Mouth. 

Miß. Pray, Mr. Newerout, hold your Tongue 
for once, if 1t be poſſible. Women ! One would 
think you were a Woman in Men's Cloaths, by 
your prating. 

Nev. No, Miſs, it is not handſome to ſee one 


hold one's Tongue; ; beſides, I ſhould ſlobber my 
Fingers. 


Cal, 


Candle- 
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Col. Miſs, did you never hear, that three Wo- 
men, and a Gooſe, are enough to make a Market. 
Miſs. Pm ſure, if Mr. Neverout, or you, were 
among them, it would make a Fair. 


[ Footman comes in.] 


Lady Sm. Here, take away the Tea. Table, and . 
bring up Candles. 
Lady Anſ. O, Madam, no Candles yet, I be- 


feech you; don't let us burn Day-Light. 


Nev. I dare ſwear; Miſs, for her Part, will 
never burn Day-Light, if the can help It. 

Miß. Lord, Mr, Neverout, one can t hear ones 
own Ears for you. 

Lady Sm. Indeed, Madam, it is blind Man's 
Holiday, we ſhall ſoon be all of a Colour. 

Nev. Why then, Miſs, we may kiſs where we 
like beſt. 

Miſs. Fogh, theſe Men talk of nothing bur 
kiſſing. [She ſpits. ]] 

Nev, What, Miſs, does it make your Mouth 
water ? 

Lady Sm. It is as good to be in the Dark, as 
without Light ; therefore, pray bring in Candles. 
They lays Women, and Linnen, . beſt by 

ight, Come, Gentlemen, are you for a 
Party at 2uadrille ? 

Col. PII make one, with you three Ladies, 

Lady Anſ. I'll fit down, and be a Stander- by. 

Lord Sm. [To Lady Anſwerall.] Madam, docs 


your Ladyſhip never play? 


Col. Yes, I ſuppoſe, her Ladyſhip plays ſome- 
times for an Egg at Eaſter, 

Never. Ay, and a Kiſs at Chriſtmas. 

Lady Anſ. Come, Mr. Neverout, hold your 
Tongue, and mind your Knitting. 


I 2 _—_ 
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Nev. With all my Heart. Kiſs my Wife, and 


welcome. 


[The Colonel, Mr. Neverout, Lady Smart, ind | 
Miſs, go to Quadrille, and ſii 22 Three in the 
ak. [They riſe from Cards. 


Lady Sm. Well, Miſs, you'll have a ſad Huſ- 
band, you have ſuch good Luck at Cards. 

| Nev. Indeed, Miſs, you dealt me fad Cards; 
if you deal ſo il by your Friends, what will you 
do with your Enemies? | 

Lady Anſ. I'm ſure, 'ris Time for all honeft | 
Folks to go to Bed. | 

Miſs. Indeed, my Eyes draws Straw. [ ſhe's 
almoſt aſleep.] 

Nev. Why, Miſs, if you fall aſleep, ſome Bo- 
dy may get a Pair of Gloves. 

Col. I'm going to the Land of Nod. 

Nev. Faith, Pm for Bedfordſhire. 

Lady Sm. Pm ſure, I ſhall ſleep without rock- 
in 
- = Miſs, I hope you'll dream of your Sweet- 

eart. 
Miß. O, no doubt of it: I believe, I ſhar't be 
able to fleep for dreaming of him. 
Col. [To Miſs. Madam, I ſhall have the Ho- 
nour to eſcorte you. 

Miſs. No, Colonel, I thank you, My Mama, 
has ſent her Chair, and F ootmen. Well, my La- 
dy Smart, I'Il give you Revenge whenever you 
pleaſe. [Footman comes in. 25 
Footman. Madam, the Chairs are waiting. 


L. hey all take their Chairs, and go Fl. 


